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INTRODUCTION. 



My dear Youno Friends: — 

If through my "SrECTACLEs" you should bo in- 
duced to look with interest on the scenes of our early 
New England History, and look around you for their 
contrast in the present, then I should know they were 

not made in vain. 

Tllli: AUTIIOU. 
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CnAPTER I. 

COUNTRY AND CITY. 



I LIVED by U c Bca si oic far away from tlio din 
aud tumult of the c ly which I 1 ad oi ly heard 
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denly from my dreams, and listen, thinking I 
heard a human voice speaking to mo ; but it was 
always the same old solemn sound of the sea. 
Then I would lie awake, quite awe-struck, for it 
made me think of the hymn, 

** When littlo Samuel woke, 
And heard his Llakcr's voice." 

And so sometimes I felt frightened. But as I 
grew older, I thought less about it; and now, 
when I am in the noisy streets of Boston, I never 
think of it at all, — but I should hke to hear that 
solemn voice at my heart again, sometimes. ' 

When I was in the pine woods, I could hear 
the same sound. At first, I could not tell 
whether it was the distant murmur of the surf, 
or the whispering of the pine-trees, — you could 
not tell them apart. 

And then I could find such beautiful flowers 
in our woods! Tliey die very soon after they 
are gathered, for they are so much more delicate 
and have a fainter perfume than the strong, 
high-colored garden flowers that you sec at home. 
And they ought to be, too, for they are fanned 
by the whids that sweep from the ocean, and 
steal over the pine-trees with the faintest miu'- 
mur, minglhig the sound of the sea with tliat 
of the pines. 

There was a wide, green path, that led through 
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the wood, and seemed to have no end. I have 
followed it sometimes, till I wet my feet in the 
marsh, or lost my way, and came back, hoping to 
find it some other day. It may have been a 
cart-path once,' but I never saw anything there 
but a solitary cow, and once a stray pair of 
lovers, whispering as softly to each other as the 
fir-trees, when there was no one near to listen ! 

As we came out of the wood, tlie opening 
l>ctwccn the trees seemed like a liuge green 
frame, where the sparkling blue ocean and sky, 
the long line of pale, yellow, 6lcej)ing sand, the 
white, distant sails, and the dark, far-off islands, 
looked like a painted picture in the summer 
stillness, but far more beautiful ! For the white 
sea-gulls and the sound of the moaning surf gave 
it life. 

AVe might have lived there many years undis- 
turbed by thoughts of city life, when one day, as 
I was walking down the lane, I met two boys, 
who looked strange and out of place there. 
They said thoy were from the city of l>oston, and 
they asked mo if there was any watoring-placo 
near, — and said they had walked out from tlic 
ncigh})oring village, and they were tired, and 
wanted to stop and rest. 

' *' O yes," I answered. " Our cows like this 
jbrook-watcr first rate ; and if you want to stop 



2 SPECTACLES. 

Iicrc, as you say you do, I shall bring tho horso 
out by and by, and you can stay just as long as 
you like." 

How tlicy laughed at mc, though I meant to 
bo polite to them, and they were young gentlemen 
from the city, too ! 

Then the eldest boy said, in a grand sort of a 
way, " We wish to find a boarding-liouse, where 
we can pass a few weeks of our summer vaca- 
tion/' 

Why could not tliey have said a house in the 
first place ? How should I know they called a 
watering-place a house? I guess they never 
milked a cow, or even watered a horse, or they 
would have known how to call things by tluiir 
right names! 

" 0, well ! '* I answered, very civilly, " I 
think my mother will take you, if you will conic 
home with me.'* 

So we walked slowly along through the wood 
together. They told me their names were James 
and Edward Hamilton, and that they lived in 
Boston, and had never been so many miles from 
the city before. But they wanted to learn to 
shoot and to row, and wished to run around on 
the beach, and to bathe, and get strong again, 
for they had studied hard the last term at school. 
They looked as if they could do nothing else ! i 

x/ 

.A 
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Well, WO took those boys homo, and we passed 
a pleasant summer together. 

James was a tall, handsome fellow, with a 
proud and erect bearing, as if ho was determined 
to be the President some day. But Edward, or 
Ned, Jis his brother called him, was a little, sliort 
fellow, like myself, with red hair, a freckled face, 
and a nose that would turn up, and look impu- 
dent, though the owner tried hard to be dignified. 
If there was any sly piece of mischief, or any 
j)ractical joke going on, Ned was sure to be at 
the bottom of it. Ned was always laughing at 
us all. 

I taught the boys how to shoot and to hunt 
squirrels. Sometimes, however, they would be 
gone a whole day, walking on tlio beach, which 
was several miles long, and tlien come back at 
night, tired and hungry, bringing only one peep 
between them, and they each insisted they had 
shot it! And I did not dare to say a word, 
they were both so proud of that one I 

And now that tliey arc at homo in Boston 
again, they boast as much of their fine city as 
if it belonged to them, just because they were 
born there ! What sliould / think of boasting 
of the sea because I was ])orji on its shores? 
One roar of the waves in a storm, one dash of 
the breakers against tlio rocks, is more grand 
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than all their noisy cannon on a Fourth of July 
celebration ! 

The boys teased mo to go back with thcni 
when they returned to tho city. And when tlieir 
father sent for me too, my mother consented, 
though father said lie " hoped I should soon get 
tired of it." So I went with them. And now 
that I have seen some of the sights that are to be 
seen, I shall tell you about them. If I can find 
a picture that will speak about a place better 
than I can, I shall put that in too. 

That long journey in the cars was very tedious. 
We passed through many small towns, and over 
several long bridges. I was so busy looking out, 
trying to see the country, that I did not think of 
falling asleep, like many of the passengers, who 
were roused up occasionally by a small boy, who 
would cry out, " Lozenges ! candy ! " If he had 
offered us bread, every one might have bought 
it. Another boy brought a kind of a tin teakettlu 
with water in it for the poor, tired ladies, and 
crying children, and sleepy men, to drink. One 
thing seemed strange ; it was the strong men who 
fell asleep. The pale, tired-looking women, and 
the forlorn babies, who would not keep still, they 
kept awake through everything. Even when wo 
stopped for refreshments, tho rough men hurried 
out of tho cars — they were wide awake ^Ac/t — 



COUNTRY AND CITY. 15 

and swallowed a piece of pie and a cup of hot 
coflrce, while the poor women were hesitating 
whether it was best to try and push through the 
crowd, at the risk of choking the baby or being 
trampled on and having their long dresses torn. 
One lady, who stood near me, had only lifted her 
cup to licr lips when the bell sounded, and she 
8ct it down, looking so disappointed tliat the 
kind and gentlemanly conductor said, " There is 
no hurry, ma'am ; let me take it into the cars for 
you." She was very thankful, and drank her 
tea quietly, while the train was in motion. Then 
the same men said, in great glee, "That woman 
lias carried off her cup witli her!" — only sorry 
that they had not thought of such an amusing 
feat. To their disappointment, the conductor 
returned for the cup, which spoiled the joke for 
them. 

The stout men put their newspapers over their 
faces again to calm themselves to sleep ; the tired 
babies began to fret, and the weary mothers to 
soothe them ; and the cars went on, with the 
same rapid and monotonous motion. 

The long bridges surprised mo. For many 
years it has been said that two of them were un- 
safe; and still nobody seems to fear, but they 
dash on, straight over tliem. Beverly Bridge wo 
wont near, — wlicn we went into Salem, — and 
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tho long tunnel boncath that city rather startled 
mo ; but I saw tho conductor collecting his ticlc- 
cts, and I knew it must bo quite right, if ho 
was calm and busy while ho could sec to do his 
work. 

The boys told me that this was an older town 
than Boston, for it was settled in 1G28, and Bos- 
ton not till 1630. Tho early settlers did not like 
the appearance of the place, and so some went to 
Boston. It was noted for the hanging of tho 
witches in 1692. For many years tho delusion 
had raged in England, even before this time. 
And before it vanished here, more than a hun- 
dred pei-sons had been imprisoned, nine hun^^, 
and one pressed to death. And that even now 
they have the record of the trials preserved, and 
keep the pins which the witches ran into the poor 
women and children, sealed up in a small bottle, 
in the Court-IIouse. Do you suppose they be- 
lieve in it still ? Tliey tell me that ))Coplo are .so 
anxious to liave the pins, that at lust thoy liad l<» 
seal them up in a bottle to i>revent their beinii, 
carried off! 

Salem is a very pleasant, quiet, staid, neat 
looking place, as if it were Sunday there all 
the time. The spirit of the Puritans seems hang 
ing over it still. Tho early sermon of llev. Join 
Cotton, which forbado tho uso of veils as tc ( 
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great a luxury, and tlio law of tlio colonists, 
which forbade the wearing of gold lace, em- 
broidered collars, and vain show of all kinds, 
seem to have had an effect on their descendants. 
There are no places of public amusement. Their 
only tlieatre could not bo supported, and has 
been changed into an Orthodox church, because 
it was so rarely visited. However, there aro 
jilenty of public lectures for the young people, 
and charitable societies for the i)oor, to which the 
wealthy people largely contribute, and for which 
the yoinig aro as willing to work as in the ear- 
ly days of the colonies, which is much to their 
credit, and rather surprising ; but it is, to bo 
sure, very sensible. In Boston and in New 
York, as in Europe, they tell me there are 
amusements for all classes, and at low prices. 
The j)oor need recreation after tlieir work, if 
they aro not too tired to enjoy it. Sometimes, 
however, — even this sununer, — some kind, rich 
man — and there are many there — will leave a 
legacy for nmsic to be played by the band, on 
the Conmion ; and iliat is such a comfort to the 
poor people, who cannot afford to leave the city 
and their cares for a season. 

There is an East-India Jlariiie Society, that 
lias a fine museum, free to all visitors ; and while 
wc were talking of it, 1 found wo hud arrived in 
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Boston, but James Iios promised to take mo to 
tliis iiiui<cnm, mid tlioii I will tell you iilKiiit it. 

Wc stopped at tlio Eoiituni llailruiid titatiuii. 
I was very niucli )>ewililci'ed by tlio coiifiisioii 
and noise. Tlio backmcii wcro bo very anxious, 
and so polite, tbat tliey offered to take uie and 
my trunk anywhcro I wanted to go. And they 
montioncd so many hotels to rac, that I was quite 
bewildered and dismayed to sco what a Inrgo city 
I was in. The boys would not let mo stop to 
tliank tliom, but hurried mo along to a carriage 




that mysteriously had my trunk strapped on it, 
and was only waiting for mo. They explained it 
to me afterwards, but I was so tired that I was 
glad to jump into the carnage, and find myself, 
at last, at tlieir hoiisc. 

Mrs. llauiiltou, the iiiullier of the hoya, wet- 
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coined mo as kindly as my own mother would 
have done; and said, "She hoiied I would stay 
in I)Ost()ii * till I had seen all the lions.' " I 
thanked her. But I do not care so much for 
them as for the statues and the line buildings. 

I found it so diflicult to sleep that first night 
in Boston. It seemed to mo there was some- 
thing going on, and cars were running all night. 
This want of rest was the first thing I noticed. 
Every one seemed to be in a hurry ; and when I 
went into tho street the first time, I soon found I 
was hurrying along like tho rest. What it was 
all about, nobody seemed to know ; but if I 
rtopiKxl a moment to look into a shop window, 
tlicii some one would push by me, and hurry on, 
or step on my heels, and then politely beg my 
pardon, or else trip over mc, and not oven stop 
to seo if I fell, till I came homo from my first 
walk, feeling quite tired and bewildered. 

Tho city of ]>oston seemed to mc like a vast 
engine in full motion, and that all the hurrying 
pco})lo were parts of the machinery, that must 
keep moving. If one stopped, the others seemed 
to catch him up, and run away with him. Every 
Olio must look out for himself, or he is shoved 
into a corner. 

How glad I was to creep into my little bod at 
ni};ht, and try to ruri;<;t all (hat I bad scon. Ihit 
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fsiccs of strango people camo up l)oforo mc, aiul 
scoincd to rise in crowds above the foot of my 
bed, and to come nearer and nearer, till they 
almost touched me, and I jumped up with a start. 
Tlienlwould thhik I was at home; and almost 
fall asleep, wondering if the sea was so very 
calm that I could not hear its murmur, — when 
a loud crash would frighten me, and I would 
start and find it was only a carriage over the 
rough pavement beneath my open window. 
Those nights were the worst, — I saw so many 
people and so many sights through the day, that 
in my dreams I still went on seeing sights and 
hearing strange and unearthly sounds. One 
night there was a fire, — quite near us, too, — 
and I got up and went down stairs, and called 
the boys, who slept near me. They listened to 
the bell that struck solemnly, " one, two, three,'' 
and turned over to go to sleep again, saying, 
" John, go to bed, and don't disturb the house- 
hold ; the fire is not near us ; it is in another 
district." 

So I went off again, but was rather crestfallen 
at breakfast when they laughed at me for dress 
ing in the night, and rousing the family, when 
the firo was so far away. 

So, another night, when the fire was so nea» 
that 1 could see the red rellection on the walls o) 
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the house, and when it lighted the room where 
I sat, then I would not call them. I thought if 
they could sleep when their fellow-creatures were 
burning to death, they might do it; but /should 
keep awake, at least, if I could not help them. 
At liome, all the neighbors would bo out trying 
to help. Well! there I sat until the light went 
down, and it seemed as quiet as before. 

The next morning, at breakfast, the papci's 
came in, and every one was talking of the lire. 
" How near it was ! " " What an escape ! '* and 
" nobody in the house knew of it ! " I could not 
help saying that I was awake, and that I sat up 
to see it. And this time they blamed me for not 
calling them, and said, " They migiit have been 
burnt to death ! " So I made this rule for my- 
self, like many others I have made since I camo 
to the city. When the rest of the world is burn- 
ing to death, the family must sleep ; but if thero 
is danger of their singeing a hair on their own 
heads, I must rouse them and the whole neigh- 
borhood. I close my chapter with many grave 
reflections on that text in my head, for I havo 
not come here to preach. 



CHAPTER II. 

OLD SOUTH CIIURCII. — FRANKLIN STATUE. 

One morning, wo boys all walked out together, 
and as wo came by tlie Old South Church — I 
had not been so far from our liouso before — 
James said to mo, ^' Look, John, this church 
stands where it has stood for more than a cen- 
tury. It was erected in the year 1730." 

" I don't think that was very long ago," I said. 
" Did not they have a cliurch hero before ? " 

" O, yes," James answered ; " there was a 
church here on the same site, that was built in 
1009. It was a wooden church, with large, 
square pews, and a spire. The last sermon was 
preached in the old house on the second of 
March, 1729. It was found to be very nnich 
decayed when it was taken down. Tliere was a 
higli cider's seat in front of the pulpit, and a 
deacon's seat, nearly as high ; and some of the 
best pews in the house, according to the custom 
in those days, were reserved for the old people." 

"I wisli it was the custom now," said little 
Charley, wlio was a little brother you have not 
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licard of before ; and I like him best, for ho 
never laughs at my mistakes, because ho makes 
so many himself. 

" I do wish it was the custom now ; for old 
grandfather cannot hear half the minister says. 
So when we go home, he asks me about it, and I 
can't understand the long words and remember 
the text ; so he shakes his stick at me, and says, 
* Charley, my boy, you must attend better.' 0, 
dear ! I wish they had the best seats for tlie old 
people now ! " 

" Well, Charley, how should you Hko this 
rule ? It was voted in the brick meeting-house, 
in tins house we sec, * Tbat the deacons be de- 
sired to j)rocurc some suitable i)erson to take the 
oversight of the children and servants in the 
galleries, and take care that good order be main- 
tained in time of divine worship ; and that a 
Buflicient reward be allowed for the encourage- 
ment of su(5h a person. ' " 

" I should not care at all," said Charley, " if 
grandfather could have the best scat." 

" I tell you what I should have liked to see," 
said Ned. " It was when they had a riding- 
school for the l^ritish cavalry liere. The pulpit 
and the pews had all been taken out, and were 
used for fji'cwood, ;ind the minister's library was 
burnt to feed tlie flames." 
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" About tho sarao time," said James, " tlio 
Old North Mceting-IIouso, and a hundred other 
wooden buildings, were taken down and dis- 
tributed for fire-wood, — there was such a scar- 
city of fuel ; and tho Hollis Street, Bratilo 
Street, tho West and First Ba})tist Meeting- 
houses were occupied as hospitals, or as bar- 
racks for troops." 

" And, John, only think, they had booths in 
the galleries in tho Old South Church, whcro 
they sold candy and cakes; and there was a great 
box just in front of tlie pulpit, as much as four 
feet high, which they used to practise the horses 
in leaping over. Tliey had a real riding-school 
here," said Ned. 

" Why did not they try to drive them out ? 
Why would they submit to such insult ? " I 
said. 

'* They did have an Association that watched 
tho soldiers patrolling all night long ; biit what 
could they do, except report to our people? 
Boston was offectually guarded and besieged ; no 
provisions were allowed to enter, and the troops 
as well as the inhabitants were obliged to suffer. 
In tho midst of all, the small-pox appeared, 
which added to tho distress. On the 18th of 
March, 177G, tho British ti^ops embarked and 
left the town, Tho inhabitants rcturne<l to their 
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homes, and on tlio 29tli of March a regular 
meeting was held for the choice of town offi- 
cers." 

^^ James must have studied his history lesson 
well," I said. 

" You need not laugh at a fellow, John, if ho 
wants to toll you anything; 1 did not suppose 
you would know mucli about it, living way out 
of the world as you did." 

" Do you suppose every Yankee boy does not 
know the history of the Revolution ; tliat the 
battle of Bunker Ilill was fought on the 17th of 
Juno ; and tliat Wasliington took command of 
the army on tlio 2d of July ; and it was the 
winter after that that was so severe, and they 
suffered such privation ? " I said, proudly. 

" Well ! you never saw the old church before. 
And did you know that Franklin was baptized 
here ? And was born opposite ? And that the 
great Wliitfield had preached hero ? " said he; 

" No, I did not," I answered, quite appeased. 

" Come, boys," said Charley, " let us go on ; 
wo stand hero and talk, when wo came out to 
show John some of tho curiosities of the city. 
Should you like to see tho statue of Franklin, 
John ? It is in School Street." 

I thought this was something like a school 
street to mo this morning ; but I said I wanted 
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to go. I had never seen a statue, and hardly 
knew what to expect ; but somethhig very grand 
for Franklin I knew it must be. 

So on we walked, a few steps it seemed to me, 
— there is something to be noticed every step of 
the way in Boston, — when we came to a large 
stone building, the City Hall, very handsome, I 
thought, and there were beautiful grounds in 
front, laid out with beds of bright flowers, that 
were so refreshing and pleasant to see, in the 
heart of the city. There was a lovely reclining 
figure of a young woman there ; but it seemed 
so strangely out of place in the cold and rain. 
I thought it would seem better in some hall, 
more appropriate, for she was of no use, and not 
much ornament in the open street, I thought. I 
did not know it was Eve. But when 1 saw 
Franklin, the tall bronze statue, I was astonished 
more than ever. 

". 0, who is he ? " I exclaimed. " IIow came 
he there ? And what is he here for ? " 

" That is the celebrated statue of Franklin," 
said James. " You must admire it. It is jilaced 
there to show us all what an American boy can 
do. And that even a poor printer's boy can rise, 
by the force of character and strong principle 
alone, to be an example to his countrymen, and 
respected by all." 
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How noblo tlio boy looked tlion ! I wondered 
if lie was not thinking of having a statue erected 
to himself, for some great deed ho meant to ac- 
complish. Ho looked as proud as ho did wlicn I 
met him in tho woods at homo. Tho other boys 
did not speak. 

" Well," said I, after a pause, " if that is the 
great Franklin, I think ho looks rather sleepy ! 
I don't want to bo rude to any one, but I don't 
believe he looked .that way when ho brouglit 
down tho lightning from heaven. And what is 
he hugging his hat so tight for, just as he carried 
the penny roll luider his arm, when ho first 
entered Pliil!idel[)hia as a ])()or boy ? " 

" My dear John," said James, in his most dig- 
nified manner, " you should not pretend to make 
any comment on a work of art that you cannot 
be expected to understand. You never saw 
any tiling before that at all resembled a statue, 
except tho snow-man you told us about. You 
must show us how you made it when the snow 
comes." Ho did not choose to have me speak 
so. 

" I don't care ! " I interrupted. " If the old 
fellow looked like that I am sorry ! He docs not 
look grand and noble enough to suit mo. He 
ought to hold his head uj) like a man who was 
not afraid to draw the lightning from heaven on 
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a string of his kito. I always felt proud of him 
before ! " 

James was quite indignant at this. ^' My dear 
fellow," said he, "the artist selected that very 
trait you complain of; you are paying him an lui- 
conscious compliment. Ho wished us all to see 
and recognize that humility which was always 
the same before the prince and the peasant. 
You can see it in his plain dress, too. Ifuniility 
is always to be respected ! " . 

I could not help thinking he had not yet 
learned much about it, but I did not say a ^^inglo 
word. I was busy looking at the gi^een stone tlie 
statue was standing on, that I had never seen 
before. I don't believe there is any in our old 
State like it. 

" What do you call this ? " I said. 

" 0, that is a verd antique marble pedestal, 
and that is a granite basement which supports 
it," ho answered. 

" That is very intereslin^ ! " I said. 

" 0, certainly ! " said he, grandly. 

" But what do you call this picture ? " I 
asked. I thought I might understand that 
rather better. " This young man does not seem 
to be at work. Ue is looking at us. Is he 
playing on an organ, as your sister did last 
night ? " 
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How tlicy shouted and laughed! 

" Why don't you read the inscription, my dear 
hoy," said James, in a compassionate tone of 
voice. " Hero it is," and he read, — 

*' Benjamin Franklin, 
IJorn in Boston, 17 January, 1700. 
Died in IMiiladclphia, 17 April, 1790." 

" This i)icture, as you oddly term it, is what 
the artists call a bas-relief. It represents Frank- 
lin at the printing-press. He was not very much 
interested in printiiig ; I mean he did not servo 
out his apprcnticcsliip*. lie stayed five years 
instead of nine." 

'*IIe does not look fond of work," said I. 
" He is not looking on at all, but staring out of 
the picture at us," 

" But he really was remarkable for his indus- 
try," said Ned, " though he would not serve out 
his tonn of ap[>ronticcship, for he was anxious to 
do something greater, and he wanted all the rest 
of the Boston boys to bo industrious, too ; so he 
left a legacy of a hundred jmunds, to be put at 
interest forcv^cr ; and from th;it silver medals are 
bought every year, and distributed among the 
boys in the public schools. These are called the 
Franklin medals. As this was for the boys alone, 
tbe sum has been increased, and the girls aie rc- 
waided also. Don't you remember when wo 
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went to the sea-shoro and met you first, how tired 
we said wo wcro from studying so hard, and you 
thought wo talked so much about tho Franklin 
Medals? The Boston boys would remember 
Franklin even if there were no statue." 

^' And Charley has his likeness, too, on those 
foolish stamps he spends so much time collect- 
ing," I said. "Do you know, Cliarley, what 
that is for ? why his likeness is placed there, and 
on tho new post-office that your father told me 
about ? Tho office that they had, and then did 
not have, and now have again, after the trouble 
of removing." 

" No ! " said Charley, doubtfully. 

" I can tell you ! " said Ned, triumphantly. 
** He instituted penny-postage, and so his head is 
on tho penny stamps." 

" Well, you are a big boy, you ought to know 
such things. I only collect tho stamps because 
the other boys do ; not because I know what they 
signify,", said Cliarlcy. 

"That's right, Charley, what does it all sig- 
nify ? Tho next time I find an old back of a 
letter you shall have it." 

"My good fellow, tlic old stamps from your 
little village are not wliat tho child wants ; it is 
the foreign stamps from distant coiuitrics," said 
James again, i)atronizingly. 
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dear ! I thought, the very babes are wiser 
than the wise men of old. I supposed the cluld 
was playing with them, as I used to play with 
bits of pictures I could find. There seems to bo 
no play now, they all know so much, and learn 
so fast ; but tliey are not so sturdy and brown 
as the boys 1 grew up with. 

" Won't you tell me what this means ? " I 
said, turning to anotlier picture, as I will persist 
in calling it by its right name, for I was rather 
tired of hearing him discourse. 

" Oh ! that bas-relief represents Franklin, when 
ho concluded tlie Treaty of Peace with Great 
Britain. Don't you see the inscription, — 

' Treaty of rcncc and Indopcndcncc, 
3 September, 1783.* 

" These different bas-reliefs represent various 
scenes in liis life. Tho one on tlie opi)osite side 
will be more likely to i»leaso you, I think ; you 
admire his .attracting tho lightning so much. Do 
you see the kite, and tho key that he holds in his 
hand ? Let mo read the inscription to you, — 

'EmruiT CosLUM Fulmen Sckptrumque Tyrannis.' 

* He snatched the lightning from heaven, and the 
scci)trc from tyrants.' He was one of the sign- 
ers of tho Declaration of Independence, you may 
have h(.*ard, John." 
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" May have lieard ! " As if I did not know 
every act of Franklin's lifo better than ho did ! 
Where wo have no books but the Bible, and 
Ahnanac, and life of Franklin and Washington, 
we know those by heart. 

" I do know all about Franklin," I answered, 
quietly ; for iny mother warned nie before I came 
here, not to let my red head get too hot, or to let 
my heart speak for me, and I try to keep cool. 
" Yes, I do know all about Franklin ; we don't 
have such statues as these in our village, but 
there is not a country boy in the land that has 
not /cad his history. AVe should be ashamed not 
to know his life." 

" Come and see this tablet, then, and tell us 
what it means," said Ned. " I should have en- 
joyed living in those days." 

So I walked round on the other side, and 
there was the Signing of the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, and the inscription in gold letters, — 

*^ Dcclanition of IiidepetKlcnco, 
4tli July, 177U." 

" I like this," said Ned. " I wish I could have 
lived in those days, when even the boys were re- 
markable ! " 

I could not help thinking that the boys were 
rather rcm.arkable now, but it would not do for 
me to say a word. 
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" Did you ever hear tho anccdoto of the boys 
on tho Common, when tho British soldiers de- 
stroyed their skating-ground ? " he asked. 

I had not heard it, but James said it was an 
old story, and we could not stop for it then ; that 
wo had better go on, and Ned could tell it some 
other time, or 1 could read it in any history, 
which 1 will, and then tell it to you. 
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CHAPTER III. 

LOSS OF THE WATCH. — OLD STATE-HOUSE. — POST- 
OFFICE. — THE OLD HOUSE. 

I COULD have waited a long timo, looking at 
the statue and recalling the difTerent anecdotes I 
have read about Franklin. For, as I said before, 
we have so few books in the country, that we 
read them over and over. The Life of Franklin 
is one, and the Bible ; and then the Almanac, 
which you never study, but we did ; and wo 
know when to plant and when to reap ; and how 
a small seed brings a great harvest in the field, 
as in life, and that a blight in the bud is death 
to the future crop. You may have heard of 
these things, but if you never saw crops fail, you 
can never really know it. I find it is better to 
know a few books by heart, and a few facts from 
experience, than to hear, and read, and see so 
much, that everything seems shifting and chang- 
ing before your eyes, like the broken images in 
Charley's kaleidoscope, till you feel nothing is 
certain ; for one image chases away the other, 
before it has timo to stamp an impression on tho 
mind. 
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For iiistanco, the boys had looked at the statue, 
and now it was time for somcthuig now to bo 
found to amuse them. 

" Come, boys, it must bo late," said James, as 
he pulled out his watch, — or ho meant to have 
done so, — for he exclaimed, hurriedly: "My 
watch! Some rascal in the crowd has stolen 
it!" 

It was really gone. 0, he was so angry ! 

" What will my father say ? " ho exclaimed. 
"He has always said I was not old enough to 
carry a watch. If I can only recover it before 
he fuids it out, I shall not care ; but I anx more 
afraid of his ridicule than I am sorry to lose my 
watch. But I can't get along without it, now I 
have had the comfort and convenience of one. I 
mean to pave up my pocket-money till I can buy 
a silver one for real hard work." 

" Hut are you sure the i)crson who found it 
won't bring it back to you ? " I said. 

" Bring it back I my dear fellow ! They never 
do such things in the city. It is very probable, 
if I had dropped it in your quiet village, — if no 
stray cow had swallowed it for a turnip, or if a 
horse grazing in the road had not crushed it with 
the violets growing there, — that it might have 
been hung up on the counter of the store as a 
remarkable curiosity for the ncighlwrs to come in 
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Slid gaze at ; as rcmai-kablo as that ricli man 
wliom I was called to tho window to look at, l>o- 
caiiso lio was wortli fivo tlioiisaud dollars ! Wo 
are difTorcnt hero, unfortunately. They tell mo 
many persona mako a good living by picking up, 
or Etealing, valuables, and returning tlicm when 
a rieli reward i^ oflbrcd, notwithstanding tho ef- 
forts of tlio efficient police. Wo are just hero by 
tho iMtlicc-onico, lot us go in and report llio loss 
to tlio chief of tho police." 




So we passed through tlio front door, that you 
seo in tho picture, and walked through tho hall, 
not knowing our way exactly, till wo camo out 
into Court Square, which is jnat in the rear of 
the building. 

Tlio Court-Housd ia there, and there were 
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maiiy law-oflicos witli lawyers talking, and ex- 
prcss-ofliccs to all parts of tlio country, with 
-vvogoas loading and unloading. I hod a fuio 
opportunity to look oroiind ino and sec tlio place, 



crowded as it was, before they conld find tlio 
poIice-oiTicG. For ono lioy told us it was in one 
buildin<!:, and wliou wc went tliere, tlicy sent us 
to anoLlicr place, and we lia<l lo reluni again to 
the City Hall Imfore we found it. 

Tlicii, wlicii wo went in, we felt nitlicr sliy, to 
SCO the great, liig bluo-coatod olficcrs, witli their 
large gilt buttons, seated in a row on ono side of 
tbe room, and tlie chief of the poHco at a dnsk in 
tlio middle of it. I don't know whether wc liajn 
pcned to go in when tlicy were consulting to- 
gether ahont some i)oor \ietiin, but it looked 
very awful and formidable to a poor country 
fellow like mo, who has a wholesome dread of 
a coristulilo. 

James has no fear in liim, and bo stnide up lo 
the do.«k of tbe chief <.f police, iiLul lol.l him. in 
liis grand way, of his loss. 
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" What is tho number of your watch ? " the 
policc-ofiiccr asked, after taking tho name and 
residence of the boy. 

" I did not know it had any number," said 
James. 

" What is the name of the maker ? " he in- 
quired again. " You must describe it." 

Poor James was quite crestfallen. He thought 
he knew all about his own watch, and that the 
police-oiBcer ought to find it. That was what 
he was for! 

But the police-oflicer insisted on having a par- 
ticular description of tho watch, or nothing 
could be done ; and we had no description worili 
giving. So we really gained nothing ; only I 
had seen the interior of a police-oflice, and it 
gave me a disagreeable feeling to think so many 
stout men get their living through the misery 
and crimes of others. We always hear so much 
of the wickedness of a great city ; but the good 
must be tliere, too, hidden aul of si^hL 

We went down the higli steps of the City Hall, 
as we left the police-office, wondering what we 
should do next ; we did not want to go home. 

Then James said, as the bright thought struck 
his mind, " I will advertise it in the Herald, and 
in the Transcript, and in the Boston Journal, 
too." 
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But then, at the same time, ho said he never 
expected to see it again. Ho knew some person 
must liave snatched it, as wo were passing through 
the crowd in School Street, where they were mend- 
ing the sidewalk, and the crossing was so narrow 
on that account. "And when that lady stopped 
to inquire about my mother," he exclaimed, " I 
wish they would not stand and hlock up the way 
so. It is only the ladies from the country who do 
Bucli tilings," he said, looking at me as he said it. 

And I believed it! The people here seem to 
walk along, without heeding each other, and 
sweep hy and quite extinguish a little fellow 
like me with tlieir huge drnpcry. Sometimes I 
unluckily step on their long dresses, and they 
annihilate me with a look as I am trying to get 
off, — with both feet entangled in their flounces. 
They give me tuch a cross look, and then smile 
on the next person they meet, and pretend that 
their dress is not all torn and muddy ! l^ut 
how I know they wish that that red-haired coun- 
try boy had stayed in his native woods ! 

James said he wished we would never say 
" Watch ! " to him again ; for he wanted to for- 
get he had ever owned one ! 

I could not think of understanding such city 
difference. I>ut the advertisements were writ- 
ten, and we walked down Court Street, which 
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was filled witli signs Iwloiiging to lawyci-s' ofTi- 
cus, down to State Street, to tlio priiiliiig-oinces, 
wlici'o llie newspapers wore jmliliuiiod. 

Hero wo camo to tho Old State-House, wliicK 
etands at tlie head of State Sti-cct, and looks 
down, Imving oiio front on Washington Street. 
On tho top of this building are flagstalfs, which 
display the signals of tho vessels as Uiey are com- 
iiig into Boston Harbor. 




Tlie General Court of the Province of Mas- 
sacliusetts used to be held in this building, eo 
Jaincs told me, — for ho knows all about llio 
different places. And the oflico of the Alias 
Olid lieo, and many other papers, arc found here. 
Tho iirst newspaper published in tlio Colonies 
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vas ill Boston, in 1T04, and was called tho Bos- 
toQ Nows-Lottcr. 

Vfo left James to carry liis advertisomciit, and 
walked oa without liim to tho Merchants' Ex- 
diaiigo huilduig. Sudi a crowd of gouUemcn as 




wo saw tlicrc! Rut w<! clhowcd onr way throiifrh 
the crowd, and went through a long, rather dark 
entry, to the Post-ollico. llie first post-oOico was 
established in 1710, and a mail ran to I'lymouth 
and to Mahie once a week, and to New York 
only onco a fortnight. There arc different open- 
ings alpliabetically arranged in this oDice to i>re- 
vciit confusion ; and there tlio clerk — wliere tlie 
letter for my name is — rcnienilwis [leople so 
well, and is so practised in reading faces, that 
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nftcr I Imd boon tliero twico ]i& kDOir mo, and 
liliook his lioad wlion I cnmo if tliero was no letter 
for ino. Tlioro ts an a])crturo for foreign letters, 
and another for newspapers on tlio other sido, 
besides a separate one for ladies, wlio vonld not 
like coming licro tti the crowd. 

Tliis building is quito handsome. Tlio front 
is built of Qiiiucy granite, witli pillars. So I 
turned and inquired the height of the pillars. 
There are six that, Ihoy told me, wei-o forty-fivo 
feet high, and that tUay weighed fifty-fivc tons 
apicco. The whole building is lire-proof, and tlio 
staircases arc built of iron and Btono. 




TIio Merchants' Exchange is above. We did 
not vontnre to go np there, for every one is so 
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busy ; for all the vessels that arrive in port are 
registered there, and the shipping news tele- 
graphed. The daily papers, and newspapers 
from foreign countries, are received, and read, 
and kept in case they might be wanted. They 
have boatmen, and a news-collector, and mes- 
sengers, who are always in attendance there, 
from early in the morning till late at night. 
There is a large dome of stained glass over- 
head. 

People seem to think boys are always in the 
way, whether they. are in mischief or not, and so 
we ran oiT as fast as we came in. 

There wc met James coming to find us. 

"Where have you been, boys, all this time?'* 
he said. " What have you been prying into, 
John ? Have you the morning news ready for 
us, or have you been trying for a sea voyage ? 
Them are some anxious-looking owners that 
would be glad to give up their vessels for a 
farm * way doAvii east,' where they could specu- 
late in nothing more insecure than the potato- 
crop." 

" There is nothing more uncertain than the 
potato-crop," I went on to say. 

" Don't give us a lecture on farming, my boy," 
he added. " I Avant you to go with me into the 
pawnbroker's ; I really never thought of going to 
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Lch a place, of my own accord, but it has boon 
suggested to mo that my watch might bo offered 
ffor sale there. I do not quite fancy going iu 
alone at my age." 

He must have felt about fifty, I think. But wo 
went into the pawnbroker's with him, and told 
the man about the watch, when we missed it, and 
that we thought it had been stolen. He was not 
so scrupulous about the description as the polico- 
ofliccr. 

"A gold watch, did you say? Roses on a gold 
face ? " he asked, in a hurried manner. " Plain 
back, about this size ? 0, roses round the edge ! 
What is tlie number of your house ? I will send 
it in to you. It is very likely it will be shoved 
up here! Good morning.'* 

" That is cool," I thought. He is accustomed 
to sucli things. " What did he mean by being 
shoved vp here?" I asked, in astonishment. 

" I suppose he thought it might be offered for 
sale, if it were stolen." 

" But what a nice-looking man he is ! Do you 
suppose he would pretend to buy it, and then 
send word to you, James ? " 

" I don't know, old fellow ; I am glad I adver- 
tised it lionestly, and then the thief, perhaps, may 
be tempted by a large reward to return it ? 

" I am going home, boys, and if you want to 
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sliow any moro wonders to our friend John, why 
cannot you go to the Old House with him ; it is 
not far from hero.** 

" 0, you go with us, James, for I cannot re- 
member the dates, and all those things that ho 
asks so many questions about," said Charley. 

"]]ut I can,'* said Ned. "I know all the 
facts.'* 

" Why, what is there in one old house more 
than a thousand others, that you make such a 
fuss about, saying, who shall go, and who shall 
not go ? '* I asked. 

0, because it was so very old ! They say it 
was built in the year 1G80. Soon after a great 
fire in 1G79, when a law was passed to prevent 
the erection of any wooden buildings, cither 
houses or stores.** 

" Did you ever hear that an Indian, John Ma- 
nacho, or one-eyed John, threatened to burn the 
town in 1G7G ? '* asked James. 

" This John of ours is not a one-eyed John, for 
he sees everything," interrupted little Charley. 

" Ilush, Charley, it is tiresome for you ; you 
shall go homo with me, and leave John and Ned 
to explore the city together.*' 

" But I want to know what became of one- 
eyed John," said he, pulling mo by the sleeve 
roguishly. 
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" IIo was caught and hung in September, 
1G7G," said James. 

"Well, it served him right!" said naughty 
Charley. " But tell on, James ! " 

" The same year, another fire destroyed forty- 
three dwelling-houses, a meeting-house, and some 
other buildings," 

"But where were all the fire companies then?" 
I asked, in amazement. 

"It was throe years after that, before the first 
engine-company was organized, and an engine 
procured in 1679. And that very year theix) 
was a terrible fire in August. More than eighty 
dwelling-houses were burnt, and seventy ware- 
houses, besides several vessels. And after all 
this mischief was done, then the law was made 
to prevent the erection of wooden buildings." 

" I think it was quite time," I answered. 

" So this old hoiise," said James, " was built 
with beams of solid oak, and was covered with 
rough plaster on the outside, and bits of broken 
glass, used instead of pebbles, to make a rough 
surface ; bits of old broken glass-bottles were 
thrown in, which stick in the cement and shine 
in the sun, and resist all the storms and decay 
of centuries. The figures 1G80, which were then 
impressed in the mortar, are still legible. They 
told mo there were shapes of flowers and of 
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squares and diamonds there, but I never could 
ECO tlicin , porliai>s tho dust from tlio stroct for 
po many jcars had filled up tlio crevices, though 
tlio (yuics I "law plainly " 




" Wdl, now tint you have told mo the wliolo 
Rtoiy or the Old House, I ciu ^o nlono and sec it, 
ho}8 , I mil not detain you any longer " Ihcy 
Tvcre ^lad to lie lelea'wd, and Bcanipcicd off as 
iwjs mil, c\cu in ft citj 

Po 1 V dkcd along slowly, to find tho Old 
Housf, lint wlieii I tunc ttj the '■[Kit they had 
d< riiliol Ih-to tt iiii.himM! to he Min, — only 
old htiinis and rnins 

" A\ li it IS tho mittcr ' " I snid " Whit liavo 
tlicj liccn I'jont licio ' " 
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^^ 0, tlicro was aii old building Iioro that has 
just bcou takou down ; it was au old thiag, and 
liad stood on the corner of North and Market 
Streets many years. There was a clothing-store 
under it. Do you want anything in my lino ? " 

Tiie man looked at me as if he thought a new 
jacket would improve me. But I had no courage 
to explain it all to him, and went away so disap- 
fK)intcd ! But I found a correct picture of tlie 
Old House, as it stood, and I hope you will take 
an interest in seeing that, though you cannot see 
the Old House, as I thought you would when I 
began to tell you about it, or I am afi*aid I should 
not have taken so much trouble to describe it. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A RIDE IN THE CAR. — THE THEATRE. 

Kn I had to find my way homo after tho boys 
left me, I thought it wiser to take tlio car and 
ride liome. Mrs. Hamilton told me at breakfast 
that I could ride home iu the car of the horse- 
railroad, and be left at the door of our house, at 
any time wlicn I had lost my way or was tired. 
So 1 thought 1 would see how I liked this kind 
of travelling ; and perhaps 1 should meet with 
something to amuse me. I felt safer, too, than 
I did in tho streets, for I have no pleasure iu 
stoj>ping to look at the shop windows, — so many 
poo[)le brush by me and i)ush me into a corner 
witliout seeming to see me at all. 

But I like to look in at the jewellers' windows 
and see the statuettes, as they call the little mar- 
ble images ; and into the windows where they 
sell prints and colored engravings. And as I 
was looking at a fine oil-painting at the window 
of Williams and Everett's shop, some kind lady 
told mc I could bo allowed to go in and look 
around. I folt ashamed to IcU licr I had not 

3 D 
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any money to spare ; but slio said I could " go 
in witliout paying." She must have boys of her 
own at homo, or she would not have known what 
was passing in my mind. 

I went in, and the room was surrounded with 
line largo mirroi*s ; and sometimes there was a 
portrait which looked as large as life, and made 
mo wonder who could have taken the face of a 
man, with all his thoughts stamped on it, and 
painted it on a bit of canvas to last forever? 
Then I went into a smaller room, lined entirely 
with pictures. There was a sunset piece, painted 
by Lane, where the waves after a storm, and tho 
wreck of a vessel, with the red sunset light just 
touching the edges of the masts, and the caps 
of the men in the boat, seemed so natural, that 
I tried to remember if I had not seen that very 
wreck out by our rocks last year. There was a 
vessel coming into the Boston Harbor in a mist ; 
and it seemed as if you could see the siuilight 
creeping round behind the vessels and lighting 
up points on the ship and boats, till I was half 
afraid, for I thought the thing moved. Tlicre is 
that great difference in pictures. If you look 
hard at a picture, and it seems to move, and tho 
light in it to shift, as if there was a faint motion, 
then that is what they call a good picture. I 
tried two or three in that way. Some of tho 
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vessels ill other pictures had their sails set, and 
were scudduig before a heavy gale, while tho 
waves were not roughened by it. I don't know 
anything about painting, but I know a schooner 
from a brig, and a head wind from a dead calm, 
which tho painters can't all be expected to do, as 
it is not their trade ! I saw a fine harvest sceno 
painted by Ilodgdon, as natural as life, with tho 
oxen drawing a load of hay and men loading it. 
That tall fellow on the top of the cart was rather 
long-legged. I used to do that kind of work at 
home, and I felt rather homesick at seeing tho 
oxen, and fancied old Bright and Star must bo 
wailing in tho lichl, and wondering why 1 did 
not come along to lead them to the brook. After 
work I used to drive them into the pond to cool 
them, and drive off the flies. I stayed and gazed 
at tho picture till I thought I was at home, and 
fancied I heard motlier's voice calling to mo, 
" Here, you John ! what are you idling so for ? '* 
Then I started, and saw two gentlemen looking 
at me, who said, if I was so fond of pictures, I 
had betlcr go to the Athenajum gallery ! 

" Is that free, too ? " I said. 

" No ; but you can buy a season ticket at tho 
door," he answered. 

"And does nol)ody pay to come here ? " I 
inqninnl. 

" Nobody," said he. 
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" How very kind you arc," I said. "Do not 
tho people feel very thankful to you for allowing 
it ? " 

" Why, no ! I think they only wonder when 
we shall have something new to show them. 
They are not very fond of paintings, and cannot 
tell whether they are good or not. You seem to 
like pictures, my boy ! " 

"I like home," I answered. "I like the pic- 
tures of the harbor, and the sunset, and the har- 
vest scene, because they make me Ihink of home. 
I do not know anything about tho other paint- 
ings. There are some very pleasant landscapes ; 
but I love the sea, because I was born on its 
shore, and I hope to die there, — if I don't get 
crushed or killed in this horrid crowd," I added 
to myself in an undertone. 

"You must ask your friends to take you to 
the Athenaeum, for there you can look at tho 
statuary," he said. 

" I don't think I like that so well as pictures," 
I answered. But when I did go, I found I was 
mistaken, — and I am often mistaken now. 

When I went out, I went to the gentlemen and 
thanked them for allowing me — a little country 
fellow — to spend so mucli time looking at their 
beautiful pictures ; and they said I might come 
again, whicli Wius very kind. 



i 
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I saw a painted trout there, by Brackett, which 
was rather large for any of our brook trout ; but 
it was {Kiinted so well, tliat you could even see 
the spots on its back and sides, — which wo 
always like to do, — to prove, when wo had 
caught one, that he was a real trout. Did you 
ever try to catch one ? You have to walk miles 
always to find a trout brook — tlicy are so sliy — 
the trout, not the brook — and the brook is sliy, 
too — it is lialf hidden in the grass, and you 
follow it, from meadow to meadow, and licar it 
laughing at you, and find it shaded by aider-trees 
and liazelnut buslics ; and if your dog should 
go with you, — jus our iSport alvvays woiihl, — 
then, after all your trouble, there would be no 
hope of catching a fish. They are so shy they 
won't bite if there is any noise or too much sun- 
shine. The artist was quite right to ^^put him 
down in oU^^ when at last he had caught him ; 
and I think the catching might have been the 
most difiicult part to the skilful painter. 

There were so many fine shops here, I liked to 
stop and look about me. But I saw another pic- 
ture I liked, for it made me think of the summer 
days wlicn 1 went after pond-lilies, and sat down 
to rest on the edge of the lirook, witli one foot 
hanging over into the water to cool it. The pic- 
ture is called " the barefooted boy/' It ought 
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to bo called tho poud-lily boy, I think ; all boys 
arc barefooted in tho country. 

I saw tliis in the window as I was waiting for 
tho car to come along, and soon I jumped into 
one, and was travelling faster tlian I wanted to 
go, for I could not see everything so well as I 
wished. 

One sign I saw was a picture of a great piano- 
forte, to indicate those were made in the sliop be- 
low. A sign Deutschcs Buclihandlung, to show 
it was a bookstore for German books and papers, 
and not Dutch, as I thouglit. Tiiere was a great 
market that came next, and a furniture-dealer's, 
with tlie furniture standing out in tlie sun. And 
another picture-store or two, and how I wished 
th(;n I was out of the rapid car ! Then a loaded 
dray with barrels stopped up the way, and one 
of the barrels rolled oif just under our horees' 
feet, because the driver was so impatient ! Tlien 
I wanted to get out, and I had one foot out of 
the car, when I found it had started, and I must 
keep on, or be left behind to walk. 

Tlicre were two children in the car with sweet- 
scented flowers in their hands, and I asked them 
to give me a few, — I was so longing for flowers 
ill this dry, parchcd-up city ! Tliey looked at 
each other, and then doulitfiilly at me, — as if it 
could harm them ! — and very pleasantly handed 
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mo somo flowers, after they had decided it was 
riffht. 

In tlio country wo bow if we meet any one in 
the lane, and are so glad to be sj)oken to ; but it 
is very different here. You must not seem to see 
people, or they think you wish to ask them somo 
questions, and seem inclined to stop kindly. Or 
if you do know them, and they are in a hurry, 
they take care not to see you till next time, when 
they want to have a quiet talk. 

These cars are l)uilt something like an omnibus, 
with a long scat and windows on each side and a 
door and windows at each end. It is the least 
expensive mode of travelling. For five cents 
one can ride from one end of the city to the 
other. From Cornhill to Camden Street, — as 
my ticket tells me. I think I will ride as far as 
I can go in this car,'Und see if there is anything 
pleasant and astonishing to see. 

But then I recollected little Georgy at home, 
who was always waiting and expecting us to 
come in and tell him what wo have seen. I liave 
not told you about Georgy. One day he had a 
fall on tiie ice, and it hurt him so much, tliat 
after a time he had to bo laid on his conch, and 
slay for mouths, till lu) (juitc rccovored again. 
You would think a strong hoy woukl hi; !inh;ij>j)y 
at being obliged to give up play and keep still 
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night and day. But no ! lie is not unhappy ! 
Tlic other boys come in and ])Iuy with him, and 
we all tell stories in the evening, and Georgy 
laughs louder than any of us at them. And 
when his doctor comes in, that makes a little 
event for him; but he generally asks, "How 
Boon am I going to get up ? " And the doctor 
tells him it will be " quite soon " ; and so we 
try to think it will, and we go on and tell stories 
and laugh till to-morrow comes again, and tlien 
we ask the same old question. 

So I nodded to the conductor to stop for me 
to jump out, and I ran down the street to our 
house. As I came near, I saw Gcorgy's pleasant 
face looking out and smiling at me. I held up 
the flowers, and ran into his room to give tliem 
to him, and then ran down again as quickly, 
hearing James's voice in tlie hall, and quite an 
excitement among the children. 

It was little Jeanie who, when James came 
homo from school, ran to meet him, and ex- 
claimed : " Your watch is found ! Your watch 
is found ! A young man brought it to the door, 
and said he knev/ it was yours, for he found it 
in School Street, and he would leave it, tliough 
you were not at home. He says he was at the 
office when the advertisement was brouglit in, for 
ho had gono there to advertise it himself, and so 
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lio brought it up hero. Ho left his card for you." 
And wo took tho card and read tho name. 

" Ah, James ! " I exclaimed, " there is your 
watch uninjured ; and you laughed at me as if 
no one could be as honest in tho city as in tho 
country." 

"My son," said Mrs. Hamilton, gravely, "I 
liope you will learn not to distrust your fellow- 
creatures ; it is a very unhappy trait, and will 
bring misery on yourself and your friends." 

"I can't help it, mother," he said. "Let us 
go and sec Gcorgy. Is he awake, mamma ? " 

So we ran up into Ooorgy's room a^ain. Jfo 
was lying on his coucli, by the window, and was 
quite awake, as he always was through the day. 
He was looking out of the window at the i)eople, 
and to see what incidents might occur. 

lie is much more contented than the other 
boys, who have to go to school, and sometimes 
get punished. 

" How are you to-day, Georgy ? " James in- 
quired, as he came in. 

" I am pretty well," answered Georgy. I 
never knew him to complain, or to say that ho 
was ill. 

"Aren't you glad you don't have to go to 
school, and learn long, tedious lc{?sons, and get 
whipped sometimes ? " 1 asked. 
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" I never had to bo whipped when I went to 
school ! " ho answered, proudly. " And I learn 
my lessons now, sometimes." 

lie has his books and slate, and he really can 
draw very well ; but his best amusement is look- 
ing out of the window ; and his coucli is so near 
it, that he can see more tlian you could imagine 
would happen in one morning, — if you never 
passed a wiiole morning looking into the busy 
streets of a city. 

" Come, tell us what you have seen to-day, 
Georgy," James asked, very gently, for every 
one speaks gently to Georgy. 

" O, I saw a pretty sight this morning ! *' ho 
said. "It was a woman drawing her little girl in 
a strange kind of wagon. It had a hand-organ 
in front, and behind the organ there was a little 
carriage for the child to sit in when she was 
tired. Tlie wheels were beneath the organ, and 
the seat fastened to them, so she could pull them 
both. What a weight to draw! The child looked 
well and strong, and played on the tambourine, 
while her mother turned the organ. 

" I think it was her mother ; for nobody else 
would have taken such caro of the little girl, and 
have been afraid to have her tired. Anybody 
else would have left her at home to cry. And 
Jcanie says this carriage was built expressly for 
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the little girl when she was a baby; and that 
when she was too little to walk about, the woman 
drew the carriage with the baby and the hand- 
organ together. She looked so neat, and the 
little girl was so prettily dressed, that it seemed 
as if people sympatliized with them, and gave 
them money enough to si)cnd. 

" They were going by without stopping, to-day, 
but Jeanie ran after them ; and they were so 
pleased, and played under my window. Tlio 
woman nodded to thank me ; and then peoi)lo 
gathered about her, and she collected so many 
pcimics! Then they played *The Blue Bells of 
»Scotland'; and some Scotcli j)cople Jit the hotel 
dropped a whole shower of money into the tam- 
bourine. And they looked so pleased, and smiled 
at me again, and nodded, as much as to say, 
* We thank you for calling us here ! ' One nice 
little girl in the crowd was half afraid to do it, 
but then she did have courage to creep out be- 
tween the people, into the middle of the street, 
and gave them her cent that she had saved up. 
It was such a })rctty sight ! Then a handsome 
young gentleman — I know his name, loo — 
looked very hard another way, and put his hand 
out behind him, and gave the little girl some 
more cents in her tambourine. He need not 
have been ashamed of it, though ; for somchodjj 



GO SPKCTACLKS. 

saw it, if the crowd did not. Then Jcaiiio could 
not help calling out ! For they had so mucli 
money. And the woman played me another 
lively tune, and they both walked off with the 
little wagon behind them, smiling and nodding 
at me, till they were quite out of sight. And, 
John, Jeanie says it is all on account of that 
little girl. Monkeys are out of fashion now ! " 

Monkeys out of fashion! To tliiiik of the 
beating of one human heart, in syinpulhy with 
another, being so entirely misunderstood. 

Little Jeanie really thought it was because the 
monkeys with hand-organs were out of fashion, 
and not that the human child, earning its bread 
with toil, was an object of more tender care and 
mterest than any monkey could be. And then I 
thought. Where have / lived, who never heard 
of this dreadful demon, Fashion, that even the 
children seem to dread and obey ? 

" Georgy," I said, " tlio people liked to see the 
little girl, so pretty and neat, — and such a little 
tlung, too, — playing so nicely." 

" 0, I told Jeanie so ! — Tlu)re goes a minis- 
ter !" ho exclaimed. " I know him by his white 
neckcloth, and his grave countenance, and by his 
umbrella under his arm. They always carry an 
umbrella, John ! See his tired-lookhig wife lean- 
ing on his arm, and her band-box in his hand. 
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— Ami 80C, tlicro 's aii old woman ! SIio docs 
not Iictiv tlio carriage coming, sho will got run 
over ! " 

" No, llicra is plenty of time, Gcoi^ ; it is be- 
cause you cannot move yourself, that makes you 
TrcI so friglitcncd for Iier. There, she is safely 
ovi;r," r Kiiid. 

Oeorgy's window is not very far from tlio 
Worcester llailroad Station, and carriages oro 




gonig liy all Uio tune, — ''o tint lie sees [woplo 
at nil hours, and vliou the tiam comes iti, ihcy 
huiry fiom the ciis as if thfy hid been liuiijnig 
all d ij , and did not know it wis time to htoi 

"AndthdJis 1 1 k ttj ouiiliy ^^iil' In cncd 
oiil "Ml. !(.(>' s IS liiK T, licr 1.1m iiH.ms 
Ml llioii[^1it It \\ ij hot VM, tllitt in 1)0 1)11 md 
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has put on her pretty new dress and bonnet to 
eonie to the city, and flnds it colder than it is 
further from the sea. Spring has not quite ar- 
rived. I should like to lend her an ugly water- 
proof cloak, that the ftno ladies are so sensible 
as to wear here. 

" And there is a lame boy ! Look, John, ho 
gets along very well ! I don't think it is so hard 
to be lame,*' ho said, cheerfully. 

" Not when you have us to tell stories to you 
evenings," I answered. 

" And there 's my doctor's chaise ! " he inter- 
rupted. " I wish he 'd look up. lie can't stop 
now, for somebody *s very sick. I wish he 'd 
come to my show to-night. Will you come, John, 
and make James come, too ? I am going to have 
my show to-night." 

I told him we would come. Then, as a great 
secret, he told me that Jcanio had been dressing 
some dolls for him, and that ho was going to 
have a circus, — like a real circus, — ])ut I must 
not see any of the things till night. 

So ho took carefully out of his little trunk a 
doll, dressed in yellow muslin, trimmed with 
spangles ; another in purple silk, with a green 
mantle ; and a third, with white dress and scar- 
let trimmings. 

" And this one is Blondin," he said, showing 
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mo a melancholy, forlorn-looking doll, with a 
])cakcd cap on its head, and a peaked face to 
motch. 

I thought the celebrated Blondin would not 
have felt flattered at seeing his representative so 
remarkably loose in the joints, and so stiff-limbed 
that ho did not always touch tho rojK) when ho 
danced. For lie was suspended by his neck, and 
hung by a little black thread quito invisible to 
our small audience. He could stand on his 
head, and turn a somerset ; and tho more ab- 
surd ho appeared to us, tho more delighted 
Goorgy seemed. 

In the evening, wIkmi tho little theatre was 
lighted, and the dolls moved slowly and solemnly 
around in the triumphal car, tho effect was really 
very pretty. 

There was a screen and a curtain before tho 
couch, and there (Jeorgy jMilled some strings, in- 
visil)lc to us, and made one scene after another 
pass in review before us, in imitation of the largo 
circus, where we went, in tho Boston Theatre. 
And we were so astonished and delighted there, 
that we described it to Gcorgy the next day. 
And now he has his own little circus, as ho 
cannot go out to a real one, and he invites us 
to bo amused, instead of fretting over the disai> 
pointment. 



Gl 
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I can give you a ])icturo of tlio Boston llioatro. 
It Ik quite plam, with no attempt nt display on 
tho outside, but tlio interior, with a new glass 
chandelier, Is most beautiful when it is lighted. 




The chandelier is almost as handsome — and it 
lofls like — tlic tiets m tlie foicbt iii winter, 
ulicn tlicy arc co\cicd witlt lucles and the sun 
is i-liiniii^ on them. 

Ueoi-fry had a cliandelier, too, and lie was so 
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proud of it ! Somclliing that somo toy-shop pro- 
duced. But I tliink there was more real happi- 
ness th<at eveninp; in our little theatre than in 
the larjijo one. For I rcnicniher seeing one of 
tlio line horses there leaping over a pole, when 
his feet caught in the roUed-up carpet on the 
stage, and a poor yonng woman, who was junii)- 
ing on his liack as he leaped, was in danger of 
being thrown and killed. But she still jumped 
on, with such a look of care on her face, wheu 
she stopped, that it made my heart ache, though 
slie kept smiling all tlie time ! Men, and women 
too, I notice, smile only with their lips, and not 
with tlieir eyes, as children smile, — except when 
they are vcrij happy. 

r could not help thinking of the old law of 
175G, that I have been reading since 1 came, 
that forbade tbeatrical amusements under severe 
penalties. To be sure, they vwidd have theatrical 
performances now and then, in a small building, 
and pretend they were moral lectures^ which 
made it worse ! As to the I>ritish soldiers, that 
severe winter, when they had possession of Bos- 
ton, I suppose they were glad to break our strict 
laws, and they had a theatre in Concert llall, 
at tlie head of Hanover Street. Now I wonder 
really wliat tbe prim obi Puritans woubl have 
thought of seeing a young woman standing on 
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ono foot, on the back of a galloping lioi*sc. I 
think she would liavo been hung for a witch. I 
am sure slio seemed like one ; for she had not 
even a broomstick to cling to, while the horse 
leaped over pole after pole. It was quite fearful 
to me, who could never whip our Robin out of 
a dog trot, except when he stood on his hind 
legs to be more obstinate and immovable than 
before. 

It delighted me, though, to see the young men 
who could hang by one hand or one foot, in a 
cloud-swing, and who seemed to have as many 
joints in their back as a caterpillar ; for they 
were able to walk on their hands and stand on 
their heads as well as on tlieir feet. It seemed 
as natural to tliem as to tlie birds and insects, 
that need no training to be wonderful. I wanted 
to do the same when I came home ; and when I 
tried, it was a fatigue and such a torture to me. 
I could not help thinking, if my old mother 
should happen to look in and see me, she would 
say, " John, you gowk, you have no brains to 
spare; stand up and keep your wits steady!" 
But the Jjirds fly when they are tired of walking, 
and walk when they are tired of Hying ; and why 
should not man cultivate his physical i)Owers to 
the utmost ? It is quite the custom now to try 
feats of strength ; and those young people who 
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cannot do a hard day's work must rest thcm^ 
selves by rowing or lifting heavy weights, after 
a hard day's study. I am so puzzled, since I 
have been hero in the city, that I havo ceased to 
be astonished at anything. 



enAPTER V. 

PARK STREET CHURCH. — BOSTON COMMON. — MAY 
DAY. — NAUTICAL SCHOOL. 

One moniing, wlicii tlio hoyn Itift mc lo go to 
tlicir sclioul ill liciUbi'd Klrcct, 1 Wiilkcit uloiiu 
to Park Street Cluu'ch. I cauio to a biirying- 




gioiind, wlioro tlieio was a nioiiiiinciit erected 
tu tlio jnrciits of Di liaiillm I umll m id 
tlio iiamo as I \iilkcd iloii^ tlic sticct How 
fcoluiiiii and btill it hcLiucd, though it wib in lln. 
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licart of the city ; and as I looked through the 
iioii railing that fenced it from the crowded 
street, the gray squirrels came and peeped at 
me, as they did at home, when I was in the 
woods ; for the boys give them nuts as tliey pass 
by. I stopped to call one, but he only "cheeped" 
plaintively, and ran up the nearest tree, so I 
walked on towards the clnirch. 

I asked a grave, middle-aged man, wlio was 
])assing l)y, willi liis hands fokled behind him, 
how hi^h lie thongljt the ste(^])lo was ? 

lie looked at me gravely, a moment, as if ho 
did not understand iny question, and then told mo 
he had heard once that it was about two hun- 
dred and eighteen feet from the groimd, lie did 
not know anything more about it, except that it 
was bnilt in 1809 ; and he walked on, as if I 
and my question were unworthy another thought. 

My goodness ! our school-house at home, where 
we went to meeting, did not have a steeple at all ; 
but Deacon Green thought, if it only had a bell, 
it would seem more solemn, Sundays. But of 
wliiit use was a bell, when, if we looked out and 
saw the folks going by, we always knew it was 
mooLing-timc ? For people where I live did not 
walk out in tb(3ir mcoting clothes every day, as 
lb(^y do here. Tiiere was too much work to 
do at home. 
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As I stood there, looking around, — for tliero 
was enough to see any day in Boston, Avhcnevcr 
I chose to stand still and look about me, — I saw 
that other people were stopping too, and carriages 
were driving rapidly. Then, ladies, with huge, 
old-fashioned looking bonnets, and with little 
sun-shades not so big as the bonnets, and of no 
earthly use, it seemed, — there tlicy stood, as if 
sometliing was going to happen. 

" What is it ? " said I, at last ; for I could not 
see anything behind the wide-skirted women and 
the elbowing men. 

"Why, it is a wedding, boy. Don't you seo 
the bride ? " 

" No ! " said I. 

And really, while all the crowd were standing 
at one door, watching for the bride to come out, 
she had slyly walked out of the other door, and 
disappointed them all — except a few knowhig 
ones, who had hurried round the corner in time 
to see the hem of a white dress shut into a 
coach door. 

" Is this the way they have weddings in the 
city ? " I said. " Is it all over so soon ? " 

Why, we have all the neighbors in, and they 
have such a time, visiting round for a week, and 
such a brewing and baking, besides. I think one 
of our country girls would be frightened to have 



nOSTON COMMON. 71 

a crowd of strangers watching her, while lier 
eyes wore still wet with tlie tcai-s she was too 
h:i|)|)y to slicd ; and wliilo her checks were red 
witli the l)Iushes that only one should have tlio 
right to smile at! But a fashionable Boston 
lady, who would ])e afraid to meet a cow alono 
in a i)asture, could face such a crowd as this 
without a ])lush. No wonder she woiX5 the hig, 
white veil, with the bunch of wild-flowers on 
top of it ; but why did n't she cover it over her 
face? »Shc did iiot wear a bit of a bonnet, 
either, — not even one of those little ones, that 
used to ])rotcnd to be j\ l)onnct, when it was only 
a cap. If it weren't for the name of the thing, 
they miglit as well have been barel leaded. 

After the wedding was over, which I could not 
see a bit of, after all, — but the carri.ages Iftid 
driven off, aiul there was notlung left; so I 
walked into the Conunon. This is larger tlian 
Uncle John's biggest cow-pasture ; forty-eight 
acres, besides a burying-grouiul in it, of ten 
acn*s. 'T is all fenced round with a handsome 
iron railing, and with gravelled walks, — just for 
boys to play in, or for anybody to enjoy. Such 
a noide, generous city this Boston is ! 

r>ut 1 wondered if the boys who ])layed in it 
jiow \v(rre as brave as tlni little fellows in the 
llcvolution, who. when tlie British soldiers tried 



Sl'EOTAOLKS. 



to t o I lo 11 cm 1 y k ock g dow 11 o r b ow 
I lb ai d epo lii g tl c r bkati g grou d rout at 




ctotloBtsIC clnd con pla nod of 
tl c n y g tl cy vo 1 1 ot bear t 

n a ked wl y eo a y cl Id c ci to sco 

1 1 1 r tl c r tl s I a 1 iKje tc cl t « « 
I II a d I ud 8c t tl to bl V t 

Noliody btsS sadtio tuU t b y 
mid bis eye flashed, and bis elicck (lushed at the 
iiiijiilt. "We have never injured nor insulted 
your troops, but they have trodden dowu our 
siiow-bills and broken the ice on our sknting- 
ground. We complained, and tliey cullud us 
young rcltcls, and told us to help ourselves, if 
wo ciihl. Wo l..ld Ibeir ca],t;iin of (Lis, and 
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Iio laiiglicd at iis. Ycsterclay our works wcro 
d(!Klj'(»j-cd for a tlihtl time; aiid, Sir, wo will 
bear it no longer! " 

Tiio f.ciicral turned to an ofiiccr at Ids side, 
and Kaid : 

"The very children draw in a lovo of liberty 
Tvltli tlio air tlicy lireatlie." 

Then tidling Uieiu to go, lio assured tlicm tlicy 
should not bo molested again. Tlicy retired iit a 
line, as Ihcy came. Now when I see the little 
IJosloii lioya ill Roni|):inios wUh drum and fife, or 
lilaying witli Kiiow-halls, or sliding on tho Coni- 
nioii with tbeir sli;dH, tln;ii 1 wonder if tliey arc 




as manly and brave at heart as tbe boys of tho 
devolution. 11 was under this vuiy tree that it 
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occurred, which was hadly injured hy a lliundcr- 
sl-ona recently. 

Last year, some little fellows in Salem saved a 
house from burning, and prevented the flames 
spreading down a long street, by their own exer- 
tions with their small engine and boys' fire com- 
pany. There arc boys now as strong and noble 
as the boys of the Revolutionary days, if they 
would believe it, and would bo courageous and 
calm in the time of danger. 

I want to look about on this famous Common. 
It is May-day to-day, and there ought to be some 
flowers visible ; but there is not even a dandelion 
to 1)0 seen. The poor Irish children, who are 
fancying it is warm because it would bo so in 
sunny Ireland on May-day, — they are walking 
about in a little procession, or in little parties, 
Avitli a May-pole, and with wreaths of colored 
paper roses on their heads, and looking, in their 
thin white dresses, as purple as the first llepatica, 
who comes out too early to blush, and only gets a 
faint tinge of pink when the sun grows warm. 

One ragged, barefooted boy, with a crown of 
red and yellow roses on his halless head, came to 
me and said, shyly, as he saw me looking at him, 
and Avondering at his strange appearance : " Got 
any shoes ? " 

To be sure I had. Shoes ! but only n\y Sun- 
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(lay ones, and thoy would not fit liim, even if 
]ny motlicr would let mc give them away. When 
my brother Fred gave away his first pair of new 
boots, and cjuuc homo in the cold without any, 
because he liad a pair of shoes at homo, and said, 
in excuse : " Jlotlier, George Fan had not any 
]>oots, nor shoes either!" Then she tohl us 
)ievcr to give away our new shoes. Now that ** 
Fred is a man, lie has offered to give his lifo 
for a friend ! 

I Avas so sorry I had no shoes to give him at 
all ; but I gave him some coi)pers, and then 
tlie little Irisli l)oys thought I could give them 
all the same. ]>ut he looked so very poor and 
sliabby, and yet so ha])py and so merry ; dancing 
wilh his bare feet, and ragged trousers, and the 
silly crown of red and yellow paper roses on his 
luiad, and smiling till h(* sIiowcmI a set of white 
teeth that a beauly might envy, and till 1 could 
not help asking him where he got the roses. 

"IJought them!" he answered, and danced 
on as merrily as ever. 

Bought pa})er roses, when he had no shoes to 
his feet! He could not be a Yankee boy, but 
one of the forciij^ii ])opulation. How many rich 
boys, tired of their playthings, are longing for 
'' Sftiiir/hiifi*' rlscj^ and yet know not what they 
wan I ! 
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It was a pretty picture to soo this boy, and so 
I gave him some money ; the ladies around 
looked at me and smiled. 

Did they think I was foolisli to give him more 
money to buy paper roses with ? 

Yes ! even a dandelion would have been pre^ 
cious to-day, but there was not a flower to bo 
seen. A llay-day as cold as December, with 
crisp pai)er screwed into hard, stift* flowers ! 
0, how lovely our May-day was at home ! The 
j)astures were fdled witli pale, sweet flowers. 
AVc" call them snowdrops, liverwort, bloodroot, 
and lady's-slipper ; bnt here they talk of, and I 
learn to say, Ilepatica, Anemone, Kaiif^uinaria, 
and Cyprcpedium, till 1 expect to see the flower, 
when I meet it, as crooked as its name is. 

It is so very funny to me to listen to tho 
strange languages here that they often speak, 
unconsciously, as if it were the most natural 
thing in tho world. A little girl at my side is 
lisping, 

" Ich will znm OrossvatcT! " 

" 1st nicht daheim," answered her brother, 
pleasantly. 

'' Wo ist er ? '' she said. 

" In wald hinauf," he told her, tryuig to quiet 
her impatience. 

" Warum ? " she then asked. 
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" Dclnet-wcgen," ho said. 

" Mcinct-wcgcii ? " Bald she, joyfully, 

« Ja ! " ho replied. 

This was just exactly like Chinese to mo, so I 
Baid to another child near nie, — 

" What in the world does that mean ? What 
are they saying ? " 

" All ! tlicy are only Germans ; wo are Ger- 
man cliildren, too; but we go to the public 
scliool, and we can speak English so well, that 
we have almost forgotten tlio German language. 
Grandfather makes us speak it at home ; and at 
the Sunday School we learn our lessons from the 
German books. J>ut now wo like the EngUsh 
best ; but they won't let us forget the language 
of home. Those children were talking about 
their grandfather. The little girl wanted to go 
after him, and the boy said ho had gone into the 
woods for hen* ; jKuhaps to try and find some 
May flowers for her." 

" Why could n't they speak English, like other 
folks ? " I thought. 

I had not gone far, when I felt as if I had 
been dropped in the tower of Babel, where every 
one spoke in a different tongue ; for here was 
auotlier one saying: 

*' II sorait all(i i\ la cami)agne si lo temps lui 
avait pcrmis." 
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" What ill the world is that ? " I thoii^rht. 

Then they saw mo staring at them, — how 
could I help it ? — and they looked at mo so po- 
litely, and said, — 

" Est CO Monsieur Franjais ? " 

I shook my head, and walked on. I should 
think they would know I was not one of their 
country folks, they were so brown, and had such 
Ijlack eyes and hair. My hair was white enough 
when I was a little fellow, and wore no hat in 
tlie sun for a while. The scarecrow had mine, 
and they promised me a new one ; but it was so 
far to the store, — and I did not care about it. 
I would rather have had some shoes. Then my 
face grew as brown as my hnir was wliiL(5, and I 
think the colored folks look at me kindly, and 1 
feel a little shy of the Abolitionists. I hear they 
run away with young colored boys at the Soutli, 
— all for their good, they say! To ))o sure, I 
can't help it now, but I should like to be a little 
more like the white-faced city boys, who are so 
afraid to soil their hands and their stockings. 

It makes my heart leap, to read about the boys 
of the Revolution, who were so courageous and 
self-reliant in times of danger. I am going over 
on the other side of the Common, to see if I can 
find the spot where that school-house was, on the 
corner of West Street. There was a gun-house 
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liext to it, and one yard was common to both, 
enclosed with a high fence. In November, 177G, 
the General Court ordered four brass cannon to 
be purchased for the use of the artillery compa- 
nies in Boston, and they were placed in this gun- 
house. As Major Paddock, who commanded the 
company, had been hoard to say they shouUl bo 
surrendered, some individuals determined to pre- 
vent it. So tliey made a plan to i)ass through 
the school-house, and enter tlie gun-house by the 
door in the yard. The sentinel was at the other 
door, and so they took the precaution to pry 
open the door, at the time of the roll-call, so he 
should not hear them. The guns were taken olf 
the carriages, and carried into the school-house, 
and put into a large box under the master's desk, 
where wood had been kept. Immediately after 
the roll-call, a lieutenant and sergeant went into 
the gun-house to take a look at the cannon be- 
fore they wore carried away, and they cried out: 

" They are gone ! These fellows will steal the 
teeth out of your head, while you are keeping 
guard ! " 

I won't rof)eat all thoy saiti, ns it is not proj)er 
for you to hoar. J]nl th(3y searched the Iniildiiig 
in a rage, and afterwards they looked through 
the yard ; ])ut when they came to the gate, they 
saw a cobweb there, which was still unbroken. 
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and so tbcy knew tho cannon had not been car- 
ried out that way. Then they went into tho 
school-room, which they examined, and searched 
thoroughly, except in the box where the cannon 
were secreted. Tliis the master, who was lame, 
had placed his foot upon ; and, with tho truest 
politeness, they forbade his rising. Some of the 
boys were present, but not one lisped a word. 

Tlio guns remained in that identical box a 
whole fortnight, and not one of the boys betrayed 
tho secret. After that time had elapsed, and 
they were not found, the same persons who had 
taken them from the gun-house carried them 
away, and they were hidden nndcr some coal, in 
a blacksniitli's shop, at the Houtli End, till tliey 
could be put in a boat in the niglit, and be safely 
transj)ortcd within the American lines whicli 
was done. 

Would there be so many boys now, with sucli 
courage and sell-control ? We have some, we 
are siire of a few ; but a school fidl of boys who 
would not laugh at the discomfiture of tho ]>rit- 
ish, or cast a sly glance at the box where tlio 
cannon were concealed, would be very diflieult 
to fuid. 

And I found it quite as dillicult to see any tra- 
ces of the school-house. There was an immense 
shop on tho corner of tho next street, and tliero 
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was ft mirror tlicro, wlicro I saw mysolf reflected, 
na I loukcil up ; and I Ecemcd to bo walking on 
111)' liesui. Now 1 oilou led no iiewilJcied, tliiit I 
iiii^iit tis ^vcll bo on my head as on my liccls ; 
but to BOO myself rellccted as I felt was too much 
for me, and I walked baclc again, thinking I 
would tal;c a peep at Iho old Governor's house. 




tl Co 1 
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-thou it must ba\o been fac jjlea^iintcr 
iTOTiiidcd liy buildirigN. Tliey 
Irt 111(1 Wiilk into the Iiouw one day, and 1 saw 
tlie old poiLrailK, and the room wliure the fh.v- 
eriior liubl IiIk hiiinnivls ; but 1 have seen many 
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old 1i0)isc8 built \>j tlie saino arcliitcct, ami 
somo of tlicin iiiiiido wcro even limKl:<ciiiti.'r thuii 
this, — only tlicy did not belong to tbo Governor ! * 
General Gago had his head-(|iiaitcr3 in oiio of 
these, in Danvors ; and there is still tlio liole lollt 
in the tapesti-y on the wall by a muskot-boU firod 
at him by tho rebels. 




When I returned, I found tlio May children 

had formed a boating party ; that is to stiy, tliey 
had engaged a man to row tliein round the I'rog 
Pond, for the largo sum of a cent for thu voyage. 
The fountain was not playing then, us it is in tlio 
pictnre, and the little Indian canoo carried load 
aftiM' load of little children in turn. It seemed 
a veiy tamo amusement to me, who have been 
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out on the breakers of tlio fierce ocean ; and I 
turned away, thinking how very strange it was 
that what is a source of intense delight to some 
of us should be so very insipid and repulsive to 
the rest. But we must each have our happiness 
in tins world, and if we all chose the same thing, 
would there bo enough to last ? 

Making other people happy, I find, is the only 
thing you can be sui'e to enjoy long ; but it is so 
inconvenient ! And thinking of this, I turned 
round and gave some more pennies to the poor 
children, and saw them get into the slow boat, 
and then went away, quite disgusted with such 
fresh-water excursions. 

And I went home, and told my adventures to 
Gcorgy, who was quite amused by them, lie 
said there were fine boating clubs here, and the 
boys ill the city frequently take a boat and row 
out ill the harbor. 

After dinner, Mr. Uamilton told me he should 
go out to sail, and go on board the Nautical 
School Ship Jlassachusctts, which was then in 
tlie harbor, with its sails spread, and the United 
States Hag flying, only waiting for a fair wind to 
get off. AVhon we ronchod <lic wliaiT, we f^aw an 
old s;iilor, wlioiu wc ask'-cl (o <r(> with ns, and 
liclj) manage the lujat; but he did not believe 
.the ship was there. 
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if I do not, you must remember my cruising 
about in the barbor, with the memory of the fino 
ship under full sail that I saw, resting on the blue 
water, — a beautiful sight, but as unapproachable 
as a bird on the wing. They told me this ship 
was built in Medford, by Sir. Foster Waterman, 
and was originally named the Rockall. She is of 
seven Imndred tons burthen, seven feet between 
decks, fore and aft, and the lower hold is reserved 
for storage. There are two water-tanks in the 
lower hold, that run nearly the whole length of 
the ship, that contain nine thousand gallons, and 
the water-casks contain three thousand more. 
She could accommodate two hundred boys com- 
fortably, but is only permitted by law to take 
one hundred and fifty. One hundred and fifty 
berths have been put up, and they arc so con- 
structed tliat they can bo taken to jiieccs, if neces- 
sary, at any time. They tell me, a better vessel 
could not be found. The olTicers' quarters are 
handsome and convenient. The carved work on 
the stern jircsents the State arms and motto, and 
other emblems of the Connnonwealth, in relief. 
'J'lio ofliccrs wear a navy blue luiiform, with the 
State buttons. The boys are taught all a sea- 
nraiTs duties, with regular watches and ship dis- 
cipline, and occasionally make short voyages ; it 
was on one of these that I chased, and could not 
catch jier ! 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE PINCH OF SALT. — THE OVEKSHOES. 

In ilio oYcninj^, when I wont into Cilijort^y's 
room, he began to tease me abont my disappoint- 
ment, as boys like to do ; as if the disappoint- 
ment were not enough in itself, without my being 
ridiculed! Then Mrs. Hamilton came in, and 
said, " Boys, it would be a nice evening for story- 
telling" ; and told me to call the others, and to 
speak to Jeanie, who is very fond of telling sto- 
ries, for such a little thing. Jeanie is the pet, 
because she is the only girl in the family, and 
every pretty tiling we buy, and every stray cake, 
finds its way tO'Jeanie's pocket. 

After we had gathered about the kind mother, 
who took this mode of settling difficulties amongst 
her children, she asked us what we preferred. 
Whether we would have a fairy story, or a story 
from the German, which she would read to us ; 
or some poetry, which seemed to i)car upon that 
old subject of disappointment, which children 
and grown persons alike suffer from. 
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Wc thouglit tlio poetry would bo something 
fminy, because, though sho tried to look serious, 
her eye laughed. 

So I said, "Let us have the rhymes, if you 
j)lcase, ma'am." 

But Jeauio wanted the fairy story ; and James, 
who is so very learned, thought the German story 
would be more profitable ! 

His mother smiled a little, soberly, but curi- 
ously, too ; and said slie would commence with 
the lines. Ilcro they are, without any altera- 
tion, just as sho repeated them. 
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Sing, little bird, keep singing, 
But be Furo nnd not look this way, 
For hero, in the tall grass swinging, 
Wo children are all at play; 
Deep in the corn you 'd find us, 
Or tossing tho fresh-cut liay, 
But ah, little bird, don't mind us I 
We 're busy, don't look this way! 

Will holdoth tho salt in his fingers, 
And tho cage in his plump brown hand, 
Willie tho bird still so toniptingl^' lingcro,* 
'T is a prize ho vnw never coninuind ! 
How craftily creeps he, on tiptoe, 
How stealthily biddeth us " Hush! " 
" A bird in the liand," little Willie, 
" Is worth two " or threo " in a bush.** 
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All, ho '8 off ! Don't cry, littlo fellow, 

Wc nil hnvo tho very sanio fault; 

Kvcry one thinks ho 'd bo hiippy, 

Had ho only tho pinch offresJi salt. 

Tliat in lifo, when wo chaso Hcoting pleasures, 

And hopes seem ever to fail, 

*T is because — like tho child and the robin — 

We could not put salt on their tail ! 

" mamma, how comical ! Ask John if ho 
did not feci like tliat, when ho tried in vain to 
overtake the ship ? They said there was a vessel 
loaded with salt near. Why did not you hoard 
her, John?'* 

" You need not laugh ; there is a good moral 
to that," I answered. " It is of no use to con> 
])hiin. It did seem almost as vexatious to come 
so very near the ship, as it did when I was a 
child, and used to run out and try to put salt on 
a robin's tail, hoping to catch it. Sometimes, I 
could get so very near tlio bird. 1 think we 
could bear disappointments better, if we were 
not often so near getting our wish." 

"Ah, my dear boy! 1 will read a story, that 
your remark has suggested to me. One of tiie 
German stories that James likes to hear ; and if 
it is too late after that for tlie fairy story, littlo 
Jeanie nuist remember that we are talking about 
disappointments." 
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TIIE UNFORTUNATE OVERSHOES. 

FROM THE GERMAN. 

At the corner of a city, there stood a little, 
tumble-down, rickety house, and there was a lit- 
tle garden near it, not mucli larger than a table. 
There was a solitary tree in the garden, — a fine 
peach-tree, — and beneath it there were half a 
dozen heads of cabbages and cauliflowers, and a 
couple of heads of lettuce. Tliat little spot was 
called the garden. But a fine handsome house 
stood near it, and took half the sunshine away 
from the garden. 

In this small house a poor day-laborer, named 
Ram, lived, with his wife. He tried to earn 
somctliing, when and where he could, that they 
)iiii;lit have soniotlung to live upon. He si)lit 
wood, or (lug Jind phtnind lli(5 ground, or drew a 
cask filled with fresh water to drink on a hand- 
cart tliroutrh the streets for sale, and his wife 
helped him draw it ; or he swept up the rubbish 
in heaps before the doors of houses. But his 
])rincii)al occupation was to go of errands, across 
the countiy; and every one gladly employed 
him, because he was an honest, punctual man, 
wliom tlioy conld rely upon. 

But it was a tiresome occupation for him; for 
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ho liad to run many miles in the lieat, or cohl, in 
Buninier or winter, and always l)arcr()ote<l ; for 
ho never liacl any shoes, and no money to buy 
them. His feet were often sore and swollen, so 
every step gave him pain. 

" If I only had a pair of shoes," ho often said ; 
" that would be £C fortune! " But he could not 
get them ! He would very often have a couple 
of groschen laid by from his week's earnings, 
and then ono day would come, or even two, 
when ho would have no work, and consequently 
no money; and then tho saved-up sum would 
have to be spent for bread. "If I only could 
earn a pair of shoes," he would say, every morn- 
ing wlien he rose. 

Ono day he was sent to the city, which was 
five miles distant, to carry a message jind bring 
tho answer directly back, but it would be of no 
use if it was delayed. He promised to como 
back in time, and as ho always had kept his 
word, they trusted him. And ho started for- 
ward boldly on his journey. 

It had not rained for a long time ; tho road 
was hard and stony, the ground hot as an oven, 
and the air sultry and oppressive. After he luid 
walked a few steps, ho could hardly go any far- 
ther ; his feet burnt, and tho red blood poured 
down over them, for the flints had cut them so 
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badly. " If I could only afford a pair of shoes ! " 
lie sighed, and as he approached the edge of a 
Avood, ho lay down in tlie shadow of a tree, and 
stretched his burning feet in the cool grass. Ho 
only wanted to rest a few minutes, and refresh 
himself, and regain his strength. 

As he lay there and looked about him, ho saw 
something in the grass not far from his bed ; ho 
sprang up to look at it more closely. Good licav- 
cns ! it was a ))air of splendid overshoes. Tliey 
were made of stout leather, and the soles of thick 
wood, and studded with great nails underneath, 
to make them last longer. 

" To whom can they belong ? " thouglit Ram, 
and he ventured to take tliem in his hand. Ho 
waited half an hour, in the hope tliat an owner 
would como for them ; tlien he called loudly after 
him, and waited another half-hour, but nobody 
came. 

" Well, if nobody wants them, then I will take 
them for myself," he said ; " and if any one 
comes to me, he may have them. And if I can 
find the owner, I will give them back to him." 

He put the overshoes on ; but they were so 
large and so wide, that his feet twirled round in 
thorn, like a slick in a porri(lge-])ot ; and they 
wore so heavy on account of the thick soles and 
numy nails, that they hung like a hundred-pound 
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weight to his feet, which wero not acciistomccl to 
bhocs, lie had never worn them in his 11 le he- 
fore, lie slipped about on all sides on that 
account, and with great difficulty arrived at the 
place. But that was nothing; his joy over his 
slioes was so great, that he did not mind tlie dis- 
comfort, and did not feel the fatigue. He arrived 
at his place of destination several hours later 
tlian lie ouglit, and arrived at liis home again 
many hours later still, for he came back in his 
overshoes, which had rubbed his feet quite sorc. 

When at last — tired to death — Ram deliv- 
ered his message to tlie man who sent him, ho 
received him with hard words, and gave him no 
reward ; because the message was too late, and 
of no use to him, and besides, ho was obliged to 
su(Tcr a heavy loss on account of Ham's delay. 
So poor Ram was obliged to go home without his 
money. 

" Have you come at last ? " cried out his wife, 
as hh(i went lo luiiot liim. ''And do you bring 
your day's wages ? I have eaten notliing to-day, 
and I want to buy some bread." 

Poor Ram answered, hardly above a whisper, 
*'I have not brought any money; but only see 
what a pair of splendid slioes ! " 

As they had no money, they could buy no 
bread, and they wero obliged to bo contented 
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with crusts left from tho day before. But Ram 
forgot hunger and thirst, over his shoes. Ho 
laid them under liis pillow at night, that no thief 
miglit steal them ; but the whole night tlirough, 
lie dreamed they were stolen, which distressed 
him very much. 

It was hardly morning when he awoke, and 
put on his shoes, after he had cleansed them 
from the dust and polished them, and he went 
into the city towards the market, where he usu- 
ally stood at the corner of the street in search of 
work. But his gait was still more uncertain on 
tlio rough pavement tliaii in tho country lane. 
lie stumbled hither and thilhcr, and staggered 
like a drunken man. Every one who met him 
stopped and gazed al'Uu* liim, and every one was 
surprised to sec poor Ram, who had been bare- 
footed since liis infancy, with such a magnificent 
p;iir of ovenhocis, that wore ahnost as higli as 
lialf-boots, and yet were nuich too large and wide 
for him. Soon a crowd of boys in the street 
assembled around him, and followed him, with 
mockery and shouts, wherever he went. Tiicy 
then tliought of a roguish rhyme, which they 
sang to him. And in every direction he heard 
this sonu", so ho w:is obliirod to turn l)ack and 
go to liis own house, lie lifted his feet as higli 
*vs he couhl, and ''klip klai)'' it sounded on tho 
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narrow street at every step. A butcher's dog 
was quite ollcudcd at tliat, aud as lie came he- 
hind liim he was so angry, that he hit Ram in 
the calf of the leg. Ram cried out with the 
pain, and fell down on the ground. Tlie blood 
flowed down his leg, and the shoes fell oif liis 
feet. He picked himself up, and crept slowly 
homo with the overshoes in his hand. His wife 
bound up his wounds, and the poor man was 
obliged to remain at home eight days, and hobble 
about, before he could earn anything more. 

At last he was able to go out again, and ho 
said, "Now I shall manage better." He wrap- 
j)cd old rags about his feet, to fill up the empty 
space between them and the overshoes ; and now 
they fitted like a glove, and he went out in 
search of work again. But ho had hardly gone 
into the street, when two constables seized him 
and said, " Come with us ! " 

" But where ? " he inquired. 

"You will soon see," they answered, and led 
him before the Justice. He examined and cross- 
questioned him, and asked where he got the 
shoes? Ram answered honestly, how he had 
received them. But the Judge said, " Some 
one else may believe that ; we know already 
where you got them." And he ordered him to 
prison. 
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At the same time when Ram went through 
the wood with his message, tliere was found the 
dead body of a man, robbed and murdered. Tlie 
overshoes belonged to him, and were seen by 
many pei*sons on him. Now Ram owned them, 
and he was taken for the murderer, especially 
as they knew he liad longed for such a pair of 
shoes so often. He was tried, and condemned 
to deatli in four weeks. That was very sad for 
j)oor Ram, who was quite innocent ! 

It wanted only two days to the execution, 
when Heaven heard the prayer he sent up, that 
he might not be executed as a criminal. Two 
higliwaynien were brought as prisoners into tlie 
city, ^vb() h:i(l mndi* ibe n('ighl)orhood dangerous 
for some time, and liad committed many robl)er- 
ies upon travellers. They were convicted, when 
they were surprised in some new deed of crime, 
and confcssfMl — as lying would not now bc^lp 
tb{;m — all tlie robb(»ries they liad comnntted ; 
and among the murders, that of the traveller to 
whom the overshoes ))elonged. For they knew 
lie had a purse of gold with him when they way- 
laid him in the forest. They killed binj, and 
took possession of all he owned, except the over- 
shoes, for they were afraid of being betrayed 
through them. So Ram found them, and, as 
they had no owner, took them away with him. 
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The happy Ram now received his fi*cedom, and 
the Jiulgo uUowed liini to keep l»is sphiiidid over* 
shoes, as a sort of reconi[>enso ibr liis long im- 
prisonment. Ram took the heavy overslioes in 
his hand and ran barefooted, as he was accns- 
tomed to do, to get home the sooner, and cried 
ont to his wife, at a great distance, — 

" AVell, how do you get along ? " 

" 15adly enough," she answered ; " I have al- 
most died of hunger ! Ti»e peaches on our tree 
are ripe, and I wanted to cany tliem to market 
and sell them, to get a few j^ennies to buy bread 
with. i>ut the sparrows came and ate them up, 
as soon as they grew red. Only see ! " 

Ram, wl»o luid not yet entered the house, 
looked and saw a flock of sparrows who were 
feasting on the crimson fruit. " Wait," he cried, 
" I will licli) you ! " and then threw tlie over- 
shoes at them, and was so. fortunate as to kill 
one, that fell from tlie tree, while the rest flew 
olV. Ihit the shoes struck a window in the next 
house, broke through the sash, and struck a 
conunode in the next room, and broke all the 
beautiful imrcelain and costly glass, and a bronze 
clock, that stood there. 

Scarcely half an liour had expired, wlien Ram 
was safely slmt up in the same prison from whii'li 
he had just been released. lie ought to repair 
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ilio injury whicli he had done; hut really his 
wliolc house was not worth so much as the 
[)orcclaiu vases that lay shattered in pieces. As 
ho could not pay anything, the Judge sentenced 
liini to six months' imprisonment. But he was 
set free in three weeks, hecause his wife had 
stcjrnKid the rich neighbor witli petitions, until 
lie released Ram from the punishment. 

Ram came home again, and said to his wife, 
" No hlcsvsing rests on tliose shoes. They have 
hrouglit us nothing but misery ! In the first 
j)lace, I lost my day's wages ; then the dog bit 
me ; then I came near being executed as a mur- 
derer ; now 1 have been cast into prison again ; 
all oil account of those accui-scd shoes. I will 
get rid of them, and go barefooted sooner, even 
if I do have swelled feet." 

So said be, nnd when livening came, he placed 
the ovei'shoes in the street, before tiie house-door, 
and closed the door. " There some admirer will 
find them," said he, " who can see how he can 
get along with them." 

The first thing he did, as he awoke in the 
morning, was to put his head out of the wiiulow, 
to see what bad become of the overshoes. They 
were fortunately gone. Late at night, two jo- 
vial l)oon companions, from a beer-bouso, passed 
llnnfs bonse. Tboy saw the overshoes standing 
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tlicro, and took them away with them, to play 
some merry prank. 

I must tell you, that in the midst of the city 
there was a large, open space, surrounded on 
all sides by handsome houses. The pla.ce was 
planted with trees, shrubs, and (lowers. In the 
midst of it, there was a statue of a deceased 
king in white marble. The king sat on a great, 
galloping horse, wrapped in a lloman toga, with 
a great wig on his head and a baton of command 
in his right hand. lie looked so grand! But 
the square was not paved, and it was very damp 
and muddy ; whoever walked there nnist be very 
car(»J'ul that he did not loave Ins boots or a nhoo 
sticking in the bog. 

The two jolly companions had put Ram's over- 
shoes on the feet of the galloping king, and on 
the pedestal of the statue they fastened a sliced 
of paper, with these lines, in huge letters, on it : 

" Sir king, these overshoes keep on, 
With riding if you 're tired, 
And wish to walk within tlie park 
Without your being niircd. 
Ihniven iorltid, y<iur royul l>UM)d 
Sliould be II lowly stick-in-the-mud!** 

Every ono who went by the next morning 
stood still and laughed. Then the constable 
came, and took the jjlacard and the overshoes 
away ; and when every ono recognized thcni as 
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llani's ovorslioes, they took him out of his hoiiso, 
to give information as to who was the autlior of 
tho trick, whicli they considered an insult to his 
Majesty. Ram couUl only say Avliat lio knew ; so 
tliey released him with a cudgelling, and a warn- 
ing to take better care of his overslioes in future. 

l*oor Ram went homo again witli a bruised 
back, and with his overshoes in his hand, say- 
ing, " If that will not do, something else will ! '* 
So ho carried tho overslioes to tlio river, and 
dash! — they were at tlie l)otlom of tho water, 
for they sank inmicd lately on account of their 
weight. Now Ram went home, and went to bed. 
It was tho lirst night ho had had a quiet sleep 
since lie owned the overshoes. At first, he could 
not sleep for fear of thieves, and latterly, from 
fear of some new misery that they might possi- 
bly bring to him. Now he was quite at rest, and 
said, " At last I have got rid of them ! '' 

The next jnorning, when Ram arose, and 
stood in the room with his wife, talking about 
their work for the day, their little window-sash 
fell in, broken to a thousand pieces, and with it 
both the overshoes, which struck the poor woman 
in the face, so that the blood flowed from her 
monlh and nose, — for half a dozen teeth wero 
strnck out by the blow. She fell to the ground, 
juhI hry poor husband, in his distress, did not 
know how to nIoji tbe blood. 
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What had happened now? Some fishermen 
had cast a great net in the river, the evenin*^ 
before, so as to pull it out, filled, the next morn- 
ing, with fish. As they drew tlio net in, they 
found it so hcavy,.that they thought tliey liad a 
fine draught of fish. With great trouble they 
brought it to tlic land ; but there was not a sin- 
gle fish in it, only Rani's lieavy overshoes, that 
were caught in the net, and had torn it fearfully, 
with their sharp nails. In a rage, one of the 
fishermen took the overshoes, and threw them 
into Ham's only window. 

" I was stuj)id to do that," said Ivam, when 
this happened. "It will be better managed to- 
day." And when mornhig came, he threw the 
overshoes into the drain, where much refuse 
from the city was thrown ; then he went peace- 
fully to bed, and could sleep but little, on ac- 
count of the groaning of his wife, who sufiered 
so nnich pain. 

lie arose early, and went to his woik. Then 
tidings came that part of the city was overflowed 
with water, and that it rose higher and higher 
every minute. They could not explain this inun- 
dation, for it had not rained lately, and the river 
was very low. Now they examined the city 
sewer, and, after a long search with their hooks, 
drew Ham's overshoes out, which had so stopped 



THK UNFORTUNATE OVEBSHOKS. 101 

lip tlio drain, that not a drop of water conld run 
off. When tlicy were removed, the water flowed 
again. 

The unfortunate laborer was led before tho 
Judge agaiJi, because they recognized the over- 
shoes ; and because he was so poor lie could 
not j)ay a fine, ho was sentenced to receive 
twenty stripes, which were given on the spot. 
Groaning with agony, and with a bhick and bhio 
back, he returned to his house, bearing his un- 
fortunate overshoes in his hand. 

lie was many days getting well, and he looked 
in agony and distress at the overshoes, which 
stood in his room. Finally, a bright thought 
struck him. "Jf water will Jiot jnit an end to 
my distress, fire will," lie said. Ho wanted 
to 1)urn the overshoes at once on tho spot; but 
ilu^y were so thoroughly wet, and so penetrated 
with water, that they would not burn. Tliey 
had to be dried first ! So ho placed them in the 
sun, in the open window, and went to his work. 

At noon, a strong wind came, and dashed tho 
window open, and then banged it suddenly to 
again. Tlie window pushed the overshoes hither 
and thither, and shook them so, that at last they 
lost their ])alanco, and fell to the ground. Splasli, 
tiune they lay ! But not exactly on the sidewalk ; 
they fell into a great dish of sour-krout and sau- 
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sago, that a woman was carrying along beneath 
tho window. However, tlnit was hicky, ior if 
they had fallen on her head they would have 
killed her, certainly ; but the dish was broken 
into a thousand pieces, and the splendid sour- 
krout and tho delicious sausage lay on tho 
gi'ound, and was a banquet for the dogs that 
came running by, from all quarters. 

Ram would have repaired the injury, luit he 
had not a cent of money. So they allowed him 
to take a groat from his week's wages — one 
every week — till they were recompensed for the 
injury. This ho promised to do. 

The overshoes were now dry, and they shone 
with the grease that llam had rubbed into them, 
to keep them soft, and make tho hard, thick 
leather pliable. The next morning he gathered 
dry wood, laid it in a heap on the hearth of his 
cottage, placed tho overshoes on tho top of tho 
pile, and kindled it. 

The ihimes streamed up, for they were richly 
nourished by the grease pouring from the over- 
shoes ; they caught the soot of the chimney, and 
kindled that ; so that in a few moments the mis- 
erable chinmey was on lire, then the poor shingle 
roof, and at length the whole house was in a 
light blaze, bo that it was burnt to the ground. 

Yes, the fulfilment of our wishes is not always 
for our happuiess ! 
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"0 mamma, what a very iiico story that is! 
Where did you find it ? '' said Ned. 

*' I found it in a book of ' new fairy stories,' 
but I shall not tell you the name till papa buys 
it for you at Christmas. There are many more 
stories in it quite as funny as this." 

" And what shall I have, mamma ? " said 
Charley. 

" Wliat were you wishing for, Charley, last 
evening, when you were going to bed ? " said 
mannna. 

" I was wishing for some new skates, and i)apa 
says I shall not skate this winter ; that my sled 
must 1)C onouHi for mc till I iret taller." 

And Georgy, darling, what did he wish for ? 

But Georgy looked up with a demure smile on 
his good, lionest face, and said : " The fulfilment 
of our wishes is not always for onr liappiness." 
Tlion wo knew iliat CJooi'gy's wish was to bo 
able to be \\[) on Christmas-day ; and we all 
wished as he did, and forgot about our own 
losses and disappointments. 



CHAPTER VII. 

SCHOOLS. — IDIOT AND BLIND INSTITUTIONS. 

I HAD been to many of the public scbools, 
and they are so well organized, that the cliildreii 
are drilled like small soldiers. Tliey leave the 
school in rank and file, to avoid confusion among 
so many. Tlicy sit wilh their arms folded, and 
at a word from the teacher thoy silently depiirt, 
one after another. The beauty and neatness of 
the school-rooms are so great, tliat 1 h;]iould think 
the poor children would be sadly diJ^gusted with 
their own homes. But even that would be a 
good thing, because it would make them try to 
render these homes more comfortable. Did you 
know, that, before the year 1789, only boys were 
taught in public schools ? Now, the girls have 
such opportunities for improvement, — with their 
High School and Normal School, which educates 
them for teachers, — that it is noticed how su- 
perior their education is to that of their brotheis, 
who are obliged to work early and late, at a store 
or on a farm. I wish I coidd have gone to a 
good school, that I might have learned some* 
thhig. 
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I remember our scliool-houso in the country, 
in Bumracr, with tlio swinging sliuttcr banging in 
the wind, — wo had no Winds, — and how we sat 
and watched tlio shadow creeping along the 
window-sill, for that always told wheii it was 
time for school to be done. 

How still it was, except the buzzing of the 
children's voices ! And so stupefying, with the 
close air and the flics humming lazily, bumping 
against each otlier, like the sleepy boys on the 
bench, or like the motes in the beam of sunshine 
that streamed in at the window. 

One day I almost fell off my seat, for I tliought 
I was out in the fields and licard tlie locusts 
singing. But it was only little Peggy saying her 
ABC, and the old school-dame roused me with 
a rap on the head from her long pole. How I 
watched tlie shadow creeping slowly along, and 
liow I longed to whisper tlie letters to Peggy, 
or sliake licr, to make her rouse up a Utile. Ah, 
I longed for the green fields, and hated the 
scliool-room ! 

But here in the city, where the boys and girls 
have a handsome room, light and airy, with maps 
on the walls and black-boards with drawings or 
musical notes on it, — for tliey are taught to sing 
too, — and witli a real clock to tell the time, and 
the l)cst teacluus to teach them how to study ; 

5* 



lOG SPKCTACLES. 

and even with prizes — if Ihey are so ^ood as to 
learny after all this trouble ; — how can a boy 
help studying ? If ho should only listen to the 
recitations as I have done, sitting by the teach- 
er's side, ho must learn, in spite of himself. 

I had heard there was a school for idiot and 
feeble-minded cliildren at Soutli Boston, and I 
was determined to see that. It seemed to me 
a very noble thing to lielp those wbo could not 
help theniselves. 

So I jumped into the cars and went a long 
distance, and I asked a lady next me — very 
shyly though, for I felt sorry to call the name 
of the school — if she knew where it was. 

Slie told me ; for she bad a cbihl there herself, 
and said that she was going to see it. So we got 
out of the car, where it stopped, and walked 
across a fine, largo field, and a street or so, till 
"we came very near the water. 

There was this large bnilding by itself, and wo 
went in. I saw the children in their school. 
They were very small children, — those I saw in 
the girls' room, — and I wanted so much to stay 
and try to teach them. They had a large black- 
board with a few letters on it, and they were 
learning to draw these letters themselves (they 
can draw beautifully now). And tliongh tlie 
letter a chihl drew for A looked more like tho 
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roof of a house, the letter was quite a success ; 
and she called out, " Now let ine go out and 
jjlay," as if that was to be the reward. Another 
called out, "A, b — A, b — now let me go out 
and play." J low I roiueiubcrod jny longing to 
go out and play when I was at school ! 

And soon we all did go out, to a fine, large 
gymnasium, furnished with a swing, and ladders, 
for gymnastic exercises of every kind that was 
suitable for children, and they were quite as 
wonderful as the boys at the circus, in their ex- 
ercises. The large, open door at each end of 
ibe room let in tbo brisk sea-air ; and tbc chil- 
fben W(UO so happy to bo out, and so enjoyed tbo 
exercise, that 1 knew, if any child was not quite 
strong in body or in mind, that this was the 
place to send him. There was one dear little 
fellow, only five years old ; and he came and sat 
in my bip, and j)ut his arm round my neck, as 
if bo had always known me. The tcacber cau- 
tioned him not to be too forward ; but the child 
know wbo cared for him, — by an instinct, — and 
he chum* to me still. 

TIio muscles are strengthened ]»y exercise, and 
tbo nerves arc so Ijraced by tbo fresh air and tbe 
sea-l)reczo; and tbe life is so regular, and tlic 
food so j)lain and nourisbing, tbat some of tbe 
children, wbo could not help themselves when 
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tlicy carao, arc so improved, that they can begin 
to learn trades, and are able to siipi>ort them* 
selves. 

When I went into the school-room again, there 
were boys reading. One — a large boy, but 
very anxious to learn, it seemed to me — was 
spelling with great difficulty. 

" Ary," he said. " No ! Any^^ said the 
teacher. And he began again. 

How I wanted to be a teacher there. I felt so 
very sure I could make tliem understand easily. 
And I told Dr. Howe he must let me come when 
he was in want of a teacher. ]>ut he sliook his 
head, and smiled, saying, " You can do some- 
thing better." Perhaps ho tliought I was not 
old enough. There could be nothing better, I 
think ; but he knew how very tiresome it must 
bo to repeat the same lesson, day after day, and 
have it forgotten almost as soon as learned. 

I heard of a gentleman, who took a poor boy 
from an almshouse, who was incapable of using 
his limbs, or standing at all ; and he was so im- 
proved in intellect, and so strengthened ])hysi- 
cally, that he made a good man and a good me- 
chanic. Can -any mother object to sending her 
boy, or even her daughter, to a home like this 
school at South Boston, where they can be made 
a comfort to their parents, instead of a grievous 
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and licart-rcnding caro ? Ono littlo girl I saw 
Avas perpetually repeating, " I waiit to see my 
mother ; yes ! I want to see my mother ! " And 
they told mo afterwards, that when slio did go 
home to her mother, that the child was so much 
improved, it was astonishing. She did not seem 
unhappy at the school, hut she was thinkuig of 
her kind, tender mother, who thought of the fu- 
ture life of her child, and was willing to give her 
up to a caro more judicious, if it were not more 
watchful, than her own ; and she had her re- 
ward. Some of the children now can draw very 
well, and sing beautifully. One boy had not 
l(3arned yet to talk, but he could sing. 

On iny return, 1 st()i>[)od at the Institution for 
the ]>lind. Nobody can bo admitted there with- 
out a ticket, and so Mr. Hamilton procured ono 
for me. At the other school they let me go iji, 
b(M*,Jiuse I (lid not know anytliing nbout that, Jind 
when i told them 1 had walked so far to see 
them, they were too kind to send me away. I 
was so nuich pleased, I passed all the afternoon 
there, and had very little time left for the Insti- 
tution for tlie J]lind. 

1 forgot to tell you al)out the rows of neat, lit- 
tle green bods, I saw there, with white coverlets, 
maiiv in one room; and the teachers' rooms ad- 
joiniiu!:, opiMiiiiJ!: into the \\\\'\iy, room where the 
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children wcro ; in case of illness, or if one should 
he frightened, — as you are at night sometimes, 
— every child is, wlio has imagination. When 
I was a little fellow, some hoy told me a hymn, 
which I suppose you may have read and known ; 
hut I have forgotten it. At any rate, it told of 
the two angels watching at the foot of the hed, 
and two at the head, wliicli terrified mo so, that 
I could not sleep. The thought of tlie angels 
heing so near a poor little fellow like me was 
more than I could hear with calnmess. And 
now — I have to hear the idea of the great God 
seeing me, and knowing every thought, Avithout 
half that dread. For now 

" I 'm furtlier off from heaven, 
Than when I was a boy." 

Not that I pretend to he a man yet, hut I am not 
such a simple little fellow as I was when 1 first 
came to the city. And I 'm afraid, if I stay long, 
that home will ho very strange to me. How- 
ever, as I jxm iiot 3'ct hlind, as these poor cliil- 
dren are, wliom I am going to visit; nor deaf, 1 
must see and liear wonders. 

The cliildren in the school for the hlind have 
the same kind, judicious teacher as tlie ilrt-t 
school I spoke of; and they arc taught hy raised 
letters to read ; and to write, hy a little machine, 
which keeps the lines straight, and the letters 
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even. Even their gcogmiihy lias its maps, with 
liiiscil OTitliiics; and everything is arranged for 
tlicir liciiofil., Tliey are much happier licrc tliau 
in their own homes, because alL the oLlicr chil- 
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clrcii licro have the same afTliction ; aiid so they 
never wdjulcr at them. They liavo tlie sninc 
ptiidios, and the fame games, and so never foci 
llio loiiuUiioss that Ihcy are likely to feel with 
(>l.lu;r (;hililroii. I will give yon a Iitllo rhyme I 
niii.de one day, and if any hlind child should iicar 
it, jierhaps she would like it. 

TIT1': Itr.lNl) CHILD. 
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I know yonr oyos aro blue, Lilly, 

As the violot's eyes can l>o, 
And I know your fuco is bright, Lill, 

Decause it smiles on mo. 

Though I never see you, Lilly Fay, 

I can listen, 0, so still ! 
Till I hear the young school-children 

Come shouting up the hill. 
Then 1 listen for your step, Lill, 

Ah ! I know it when you pass. 
For it sounds like a wee bird, Lill, 

Just running through the grass. 

And T laugh wh&re I am liid, Lill, 

Itchind the willow-tree, 
To think you cannot find mo, 

Though you have eyes to see I 
I 'm not lonely when you *i*o gone, LilljTy 

I play here by the brook, 
And when 1 fnid a i-oscbud, 

I need no better book 1 

And I find the fVesh, green moss, Lill, 

The nuts and acorns sweet, 
And I lay them with the flowers. 

So soflly at my feet; 
Then I listen, like a mouse, Lill, 

For the little s(]uirrcl!i creep : 
Because my eyes aro shut, Lill, 

They think I 'm fust asleep 1 

And one by one they come, Lill, 

Till they 've carried all a>yay. 
But they 're sure to leave the flowers, — 

Are n't they silly, Lilly Fay ? 
Our mother's voice is sweet, Lilly, 

A rose it seems to me, 
Wlieu she says I h\ui\\ bo happy. 

If jitHjd I 'in surij U> be. 
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Then I know the birds nro good, Lill, 

For they Vo singing all tlio day, 
And the waves are alwnj's laughing, 

I can hcnr tlicm in tlicir play. 
Why, everything seems liappy 

Hut tlioso clnldron on tlie liill; 
Lill, are they always naughty. 

Their voices sound so shrill ? 

Violets, I think, arc rogues, Lill, 

They know I cannot see. 
Arc not their faces funny. 

When they hide their heads from mc? 
The snowdrops lovo mc hcst, Lill, 

Tlioy stand so strui;;lit and tall. 
And grow where there is moss, Lill, 

To catch mo when I fall. 

The sunshine in my face, Lilly, 

Now fdls so warm and l>rij;ht., 
You sny it falls from heaven, 

Atul there it's always light; 
If I'm g'Mwl, J shall be happy. 

All, then how g*w»d I '11 be! 
And I '11 go to that bri^^ht liouvcn. 

Tor there I 'm sure to see ! 

]\rjiny of llio hliiid children have a ^rea(. h)vo 
for luusic ; and at the afternoon concerts, in tlio 
Afusic Hall, you can often see three or four of the 
boys listening to music as hoys wlio can see never 
listen to it. And they sometimes compose beau- 
tiful music, — for they are taught music scien- 
tifically, as well as everything that we study in 
school. 

The blind children in Massachusetts, whoso 
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parents arc not ricli, can bo admitted free; and 
otlujis pay only a small sum, which is suflicicnt 
for everything except clothing. This school is 
really for children; — hut adults can l>oard in 
the neighborhood, and bo taught trades in the 
workshop gratuitously. By children, I mean 
those under sixteen, which means children with 
us, where a boy has to work on a farm until ho 
is twenty-one, and then receive only a freedom 
suit and a heifer; 'tis, I think, very small pay, 
and keeps a fellow back, — but it makes him 
know his place in the world, — which the city 
l)()ys seem to think is made expressly for them to 
smoke in, and to govern their way, which is more 
enlightened than the way of " the old school," 
which they say, now and then, I was brought up 
in. If I refuse to go to the theatre with them, 
which }ny mother made me promise not to do, 
then Mrs. Hamilton looks at her husband and 
smiles, and says, " Old School." If she means 
anything about our red school-house, at the four 
corners, where I went, she was right ; for 'twas a 
dreadful old school. They say they are going 
to have a new one this fall, — I hope they will ; 
and I hope there will bo a bell on it, for Sun- 
days. Since I have heard the Chimes, what 
shall I think of going to church (I ought to say to 
meeting), with nothing to tell mo it is time, ex- 
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ccpt tlio minister in his old cliaiso going slowly 
by, and one or two wagons in tlio rear, loaded 
with women and children — and babies, who 
always cry at tlie j)athetic part of the prayer 
and sermon, as if they knew jnst when to shed 
tears, little ^vizards as they look, and are. 

When the seats aro fnll, they pnt a board 
across the aisle, between the seats ; but if a fel- 
low is shy, as I used to be, it is ratlier awkward 
to step over it, on entering the mcetiiig. Ono 
hot Sunday, I had to sit on the steps of what 
was intended for tlio pulpit, aiid I could have 
kept very still and serious, if Jem Long had not 
looked in at the Happing window-shutter, and 
given a sly peep at me. Then 1 laughed out, 
before the congregation ! We had no cushions 
to the seats — to be sure not! But when I go 
home, I shall tell mother they have cushions to 
kneel on, here ; and perhaps she will think they 
can i)ray better with them I 
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tlicy had possession of tho city, that severe win- 
ter, and was biinit for firewood." 

"What year was that?" asked Cliarley, who 
had followed us, niii)crccived. 

" It was ill 1775-177G. I am astonished that 
yon should have forgotten it." 

"We liavo studied (iiocian History in our 
school lately. I do not know much about the 
history of the Ilevolution. I did not tlnnk," 
he said. 

" Did not think ! is the excuse for all igno- 
rance, and for much t-infulncss, in this world. 
1 Ix^g that yon will think, in future," said James, 
lollily. 

Poor Charley was quite extinguished. 

"Do you know when tho tea was thrown over 
from Grillhi's AV^harf?" 1 said. "Liverpool 
Wiinrf, it is now ! " 

"Jt was in the winter hcforo, and it was 
this that determined the British to subdue the 
Colonics by force. At the close of the year 1774, 
tlicre were eleven regiments, besides four compa- 
nies of artillery, in ]]oston. In 1775, an Associa- 
tion, cliiedy of mechanics, was formed to watch 
the movements of the J]ritis}i, and tbey patrolled 
llie str(Mrts all ni^lit. It wns this Association 
which guve notice, of tlie plan to destroy tlui 
stores of ammunition, at Concord, and which re- 
sulted in the retreat of the J]ritish." 



* tio^v """"Cute »' ^^ „ ■ W' 



", »tt o" *"*1 »«»' ! „»c »' '">" 

'°«o -f ,^r *° ^* ,«.^<«-'^■ 



KUNKKIl HILL. 119 

host not to think I know so much, and not to 
led certain I am right, if an older person tells 
me I am wrong. 

Tliis has been considered the Bunker Hill Bat- 
tle so long, the name has been changed by long 
usage. It seems the Americans were ordered to 
make their fortifications on Bunker Ilill, and in 
the darkness went to Breed's Hill, which was 
more exposed to the sliot of the enemy. 

It is grand to tliink of their waiting quietly — 
but how inipatiejitly — till tlie Britisli slowly ap- 
proached up the hill. They had to wait till they 
saw the whites of the ciiemy's eyes before tliey 
were allowed to fire, and then tlio British were 
sliot down in great numbers. Again the British 
advanced, and again tlicy were repulsed. Then 
one thousand fresh troops joined the British for 
another attack, and a small party of Americans 
JoIikmI tliC/ men on the Iiill. ThcMi the Ihitish 
tr(>()j)S again, and for tlie third time, commenced 
the ascent of the hill. Unfortuiuitely for the 
Inave Americans, their ammunition was gone. 
The British rushed up the parapet, and this time 
were received with stones and the but-t)nd of 
muskets. Prescott then at last ordered the re- 
ticat ; but he and Warren were the last to leave 
the j-e<loubt, and AVanen was there shot. 'J'lie 
)-cti"eat of tlie Provincials — as the Americans 
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were called — was bravely covered by the de- 
taclimciits of Americans in llie rear, who bad 
been there through the engagement. The roofs 
of the houses, and the steeples, were covered 
witli women and children, filled with anxiety to 
know their future fate. For this was the first 
great battle, though the British were repulsed, 
and obliged to retreat, at Concord ; and the first 
shot was fired at J^exington, where the Ameri- 
cans retreated ; l)ut only to rally, and drive the 
British from Concord. , 

There is a monument at Lexington, and one 
at Concord also. There bhould he one at Sa- 
lem, where the first resistance to the British was 
made, at the North Bridge, when they demanded 
the cannon the colonists had secreted. 

The British soldiers went to the house of Cap- 
tain Derby and demanded the cannon which ho 
liad presented to the town. And his answer 
was in the true Revolutionary spirit, — " Find 
tbi^m, if you can ; take tlu^ni, if you can ; thry 
will never be surrendered." And they were not 
found nor surrendered. The British returned 
to the bridge, and saw that the draw was up, and 
there was no means of crossing the river, for 
the Americans had scuttled the boats that were 
kept there, and the guns were drawn by ox(;n, 
fclowly, to a place of security, while the impatient 
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British were chafing on the shores. The daughter 
of the old farmer who drove the oxen gleefully 
told mo the story, and some of the descendants 
of that old caj)tain inherit lus intrepidity and 
boldness in time of danger, as lias been proved. 

The monument at Bunker Uill is a plain gran- 
ite column, with no attempt at ornament, — 
which would have been sadly out of place in a 
people who were so averse to ornament that 
gold-lace was forbidden ; and embroidered vests, 
large sleeves, and even veils for the women, were 
preached against and condemned by court. 

I was surprised to hear that even the E|)iscopal 
form of worship was objected to, and the Oov- 
ernor was obliged to interfere before they were 
allowed to hold an Episcopal service in the Old 
South Church. The fast Episcoi)al society was 
in the Stone Chapel, at the corner of School and 
Tremont Streets. And there, too, is the burying- 
ground, where some of the most noted of early 
settlers were laid. 

" Is it an Episcopal church now ? Of course, 
after the trouble, it would be," 1 asked. 

tJames said it was not ; there were other 
churches now, larger, and more imposing. 

" Jjct us go down and sec the Brattle Street 
Chiucb, with the cannon-bull in the front wall," 
he said. 
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*'A caniiou-l>all in tlic front of n cJiiii'cli is 
not a sign of peace and good-will towurtl uien ! " 
I ix: marked. 

" It is not put tlicrc for a sign ! yoii Etrango 
and stupid fellow," lio said, latigliiiig at rao, as 



he used to do so often. " It was fired from 
Wasliington's camp, in Camlindgc, wlieti Boston 
was in possession of the British ; and it has been 
left llicrc to tell tlio story." 

All, I should like to see it!" I said, and so 
wo sti-olled leisurely along throngh Itratlle 
Street, till wc camo to the church, which ia 
piiiiiljjd a light Ktrnw-color, and the hall ih a 
shining hlack, looking just like the top of an 
iron-kettlo, as it is half inihedded in the brick- 
work. I could not believe it was a real ball, and 
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tliat tlio clmrch was so old. But it was conse- 
crated in 1773, and an old wooden church was 
removed, that formerly stood on this spot, in 
1772. 

"IIow much the Boston people must enjoy see- 
ing these relics of the old Revolution, and what 
pride they must have in preserving trophies of 
their victory over the mother country," I said. 

" ^y dear fellow, I have mentioned this and 
several other things that you would feel an inter- 
est in ; but no one cares for them or heeds tlieni 
at all. You arc so surprisingly new, you enjoy 
all there is to be seen. But boys usually do not 
care ai)oufc such musty relics. We will go to 
Cambridge, and see Washington's autograi)h, and 
that of the Prince of Wales near it, in Harvard 
Library ; and the first book that was printed, 
when the first printing-press was in oi)cration, — 
that was connected with the College, — as it 
should bo." 

" What was the autograph of the Frincc ? lie 
has so many names, it would be difficult for me 
io know the riHit one." 

" Well, 1 irns anuised to sec a gentleman, wlio 
was looking at it. lie r(%'i(l tb(.' signatnr'N nolli- 
iug but AIImmI, I*^i(l\v!ii-(1, jind Ik^ <1(m*],ii' il 1 • 
Prince /utf/ not. rrriU'ii /lis iniDic I It i^ so v. y 
connnon for Uk> to give a title of Captain or 
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Colonel, that wo can hardly think a Princo of 
Wales would have so simple a signature. There 
was nothing more needed. Wo all knew who 
was meant. 

That is one good thing in this world. There 
is no need of a title or monument to a man ; if 
his name is worth knowing, it will he known. 
We have only to say Shakespeare, Washington, 
or Franklin, and no one asks what Sliakeyiearc 
or Washington wo mean. 

" Would you like to go as far as Faneuil Ilall 
and Quincy Market, John ? " 

" yes ! " I said. I was always ready for a 
walk ahout the city, when there was anything to 
he seen, or when I had uny one to tell nie ahout 
the old i)laces. We had only to walk along 
through Brattle Street or down Cornhill, which 
had formerly the simple title of Corn Hill, and 
has retained its old name ; hut we cannot associ- 
ate the idea of growing corn in this husy street, 
where no one is willing to let the gniss grow 
under his feet, so husy every one is here, und so 
crowded the streets were ; for they grcAV nar- 
rower as wo came to Faneuil Hall. 

"Now, .FoJui," said .lames, Avith a proud air, 
" Now, sir, you may see the place where tlie lirst 
words of defiance to Kuig George were uttered. 
This is Faneuil Hall." 



FANKUII. II ALL. 




" Wliy, your father tolil mo tint tlio Jiiitislt 
tioi)|)s lud tlicir liatiacivs licic, and in tlic Tunit 
ILill, when Doston became a garrisoned place," I 
iiiiiil, in 6ur]ivisc. 

" Tliat was at first, before tlio tea was thrown 
nvorbiijird, ati'l when many families refused to 
drink lea, and even the students of Jfarvard Col- 
)i!!!;c fravc it n|i. It was ainusing, wlicn the Jirit- 
ish olliccrs attempted to give assemblies, and tlic 
Iioston belles would not go, beeauso tbeir conn- 
try was in mourning. And now this very city 
lias Just given a ball, graced by tlio descendants 
of tlioso very liellcs, in honor to the Prince. 
]1()W sliort a time for m great a change ! llaljih 
]<'arnliam wan ulivc to sec it. 
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" When the tea arrived, that was the cause 
of so imicli trouble, a proclamation was issued. 
* Every friend to his coiuitry, to himself, and to 
posterity,' it announced, * is now called upon to 
meet at Paneuil Hall at nine o'clock this day (at 
which time the bells will ring), to make a united 
and successful resistance to this last, worst, and 
most destructive measure of administration.' It 
was dated Boston, November 29, 1773. 

" The number of people that were collected 
there tliat day was immense. A watcli was ap- 
pointed to prevent the landing of the tea,, — and 
you know tlio rest of the story about the men and 
boys disguised as Indians, who went on board tlio 
ships, and threw the tea over into tlie harbor. It 
is said this act determined the British to subdue 
America by force of arms." 

" Wliero did the name come from ? It is a 
singular one," I said, — " Faiicuil Hall ! " 

" How oddly you pronounce everything, John ! 
It derives the name from tlie donor, Peter Paneuil. 
There is a full-length portrait of him in the hall, 
and one of Washington, by Stuart; and otlicis 
besides, — one of Webster, by lloaley. If you 
had been hero when the Alechanics' Fair was 
held, you would have seen the interior of the 
hall handsomely decorated with articles belong- 
ing to the fair ; and there was a biidge built 



QUINCY MAKKKT 



127 



icross tlio sticct, to unite tins villi Qiiincy Ilall, 
wlin,h IS mined after Josmh Qumcy, who was 
M nor of llii (ilj " 

" And wliat is this below'" I isVod, in ninazo- 
niuit it llic inimtnsc amuuiit of proMMons ar- 
ringcd for sale 

"(), Ont IS Fancnil ITiU Market, or Quiney 
Miikct, I licai tlicm saj Wiiat do jou tlunk 
of the amount of food consumed m a city " 




" I am nmizcd ' " I atiswcrod "In the couu- 
iiy MO iiiiinpe bullci AVlitn one faiinci liai! t 
f rrtihirr ] i\\ii\, hi sc iirls n, |iicf n of liecf or ]Hirk 

to his IKldlllOt.aU'I IH HllllM \ho n<i„'hl>ot scii'ls 

M)iuj (if Ins, and m fliis ^\ ij n< liu piuvidcd 
With fichli uiLit thion'li llio winter." 
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" Except what you eat salt," ho answered, 
slyly. 

" Yes, we do not require much meat. We like 
bread and milk very well. If we lived here in 
the city, we should learn luxury and fondness for 
rich food. But it takes so much time, James. 
We come in and take a hit of bread, and a bowl 
of milk from the pail, and there is no trouble to 
liny oiKj." 

" Jhit because you keep no servants ? " he an- 
swered. 

" No, we do not ! If one of the neighl)or'8 
daughters comes in, to help bake or to weave, 
when mother is busy, and then we go out in the 
at'lernoon for acorns and nuts, we should not call 
her a servant, because we are all working to- 
gether." 

" It is a very happy life, that of the American 
fiirmcr of the old school," said James. " But 
the race is almost extinct." 

" Very well," I said. I had no idea of being 
extinct, until I had learnt something more about 
Boston. 

" When was this market established ? " I 

asked. There were forty-live divisions for beef, 

twenty for fish, nineteen for vegetables, and so 

*'• ^ '"^ns confused counting them. " When 
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ran off and left liim. I was so afraid of having 
something very sensible inflicted on me, I conld 
not bear any more to-day, I tlionght. Wlien I 
go to the Museum, I hope you will like that bet- 
ter, if I tell you about it. 



CHAPTER IX. 

HARVARD COLLEGE. — GORE HALL.— -MOUNT AUBURN. 

My old friend James lias now advanced in 
years and knowledge, and is in Canihridge, 
where we hope ho will carry off some of the col- 
lege honors. The horse-cars, which are running 
over Camhridge Bridge, are much patronized hy 
lis, and I am delighted with the pleasant trip in 
the Autumn, when the trees are changing. I am 
struck at once with the intelligence in the faces 
of the people I meet in these cars. It may seem 
strange, and ])crhaps a fancy to you, that I can 
find more striking and intelligent faces hero 
than in any car in Boston. 

Tliere is one house on the way that I .ilways 
take pains to look at. It seems as if an artist 
must have owned it ; for the colors of the house 
are made to harmonize with the shades of the 
falling leaves. If it were a painted ])icture, the 
artist would be obliged to tone down his colors 
to these beautiful tints, and leave perhaps one 
crimson tree to stand out in relief, in his pic 
ture. And hero nature and the owner of the 
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lioiiRC have done the same. One thing I wish 
you to observe, hccausc chihlrcn see so little of 
all that is beautiful around them. I want you 
]iarticularly to notice, that everything corre- 
sponds in color out of doors. If there is a yellow 
liouse, or a brown liouse, then you will be sure 
to find a yellow tree, or a shaded brown and 
crimson tree by it. The very grass and the earth 
at your feet, if near the liouse, partake of the 
same sliadc. Once I was sure Nature had made 
one mistake, and I had caught her in it, when I 
saw the dtuk dome of a church, — freestone, it 
looked, and the sky was gray; but as I came 
nearer, I saw tliat tlie purplish clouds had come 
nenr the slated roof, and there it was all one 
color, as if tlie same brush had been used to 
paint both. And in a painting, the artist carries 
the same color through the [)icture, to imitate 
i\al,ni<*, who jiaiiits so much bpM,<M* Mian wo rMU, 
Another time, in the country, 1 looked over tlio 
hills and the beautiful landscape ; but near me, 
there was a large, black Ijarn, edged with dark 
red. Tliis was unpoetical, you tliink ; but no ! 
the ]>irchcs on tlie side next the red edge of the 
barn wore red in tlie stems, — tliey were quite 
])are and leafless, — and the same kind of trees 
on Uio slate-eoiorcd side of the barn were a dull 
LLiav; not a shade of crimson was near them; 
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not a shado of red in the dried grass ; nothing 
l)ut a gray shadow. Look for yourselves, and 
sec the truth of this. They would not hclicvc 
me at first, when I called the country children 
to see; hut very soon they saw the color, and 
their mother and father were called in to he de- 
lighted with the pretty fairy sight. Ah! there 
is enchantment all around us, if our eyes were 
not too dull to see its heauty. 

The first great undertaking, after the Revolu- 
tionary AVar, was tlie huilding of a hridgo he- 
tween Charlestown and Boston. Many i)orsons 
thought it a foolish project ; hut the l)ridge was 
made and finished, and opened for passengers on 
the 17tli of June, 1780. lias it heen a foolish 
project ? It had heen talked of even in the year 
1720. The next great undertaking was this 
Camhridgo Bridge, where we arc going over, 
without thinking of the difiicultics there were to 
overcome when it was huilt; and supposing it 
had been always there, — always, since t«;c have 
heen living ! There was a causeway commenced 
the 15th of July, 1792, and the hridgo was fin- 
ished and open for passengers on tlio 2^d of 
Novemher, 1793. 

They afterwards told me that the Old South 
Bridge was opened for passengers in the summer 
of 1805, and Craigie's Bridge in the summer of 
1809. 
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Do you caro anything about bridges ? I am euro 
y»iu do not, oi I tould tell }ou much more about 
thcin I ha\o wuitod too long now^, and tho cars 
aro still gouig ou by Goro Ilall, whcro thcro is a 
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lino library, contauiing over a hundred thousand 
volumes. These mo divided into a Public, Law, 
Hfediciil, and Theological Library. If the young 
])n(i])l(! iviU only learn half tliat is cxiicctcd of 
lh"ni, and jirovided fm' thoni to learn, what a 
wotiiliTrul r;icQ tlio Aincj'ican yontli would ho ; 
!is v.-ondert"iil as llicy thijik tiicy arc now ! Tliero 
are n.aiiuscrii.l-s liuru, i.i Arabic, Persian, ]Iiu- 
do^'Laui-i;, Jii[,!incKO. 1 w ish Micro was one in tlio 
ori-iiial Marl.lrii.'iid .Jiiiloet, tliat rorniorjy \^^^:L- 
■/^^■A :ill Init Ibe iu]i:iUi(:iiiis ..f WvA- pluce. 

ll:lr^ar<.l <'<)Ilr;.y, lo wlii^i. Ibis lilir;.iy lieion-s, 
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derives its name, as. you must liavo heard, from 
Rev. Jolm Harvard. ITo left cue lialf of his 
estate, eight hundred pounds sterling, to the 
school in Newtown, which Cambridge was then 
called. Then the General Court agreed to found 
a college and give it his name. This idea of a 
college liad been thought of before, six years 
after the settlement of Boston ; but there was so 
Utile money at that time, in llio early s(;ttl(:nu:iit 
of the colonies, to spare for education, that the 
small sum which commenced the school at New- 
town, four Imndred i)ounds, would not have been 
sufficient for a college without this becjuest. 
Since then it has had frequent and munidcent 
donations from private individuals, and for dif- 
ferent professorships. 

There is also a Scientific School, supported by 
a fund of fifty thousand dollars, left for that pur- 
pose by Hon. Abbott Lawrence; and this school 
is adapted to the wants of those young men who 
have not passed through college , and it fits them 
to be civil engineers, chemists, ifec. When I am 
a little farther advanced in my studies, I shall 
enter there for a short time, as Mrs. Hamilton 
says I shall make a better farmer if I study 
chemistry and agriculture here. 

Before we returned to the city, we went to 
look at Mount Auburn, which is a lovely resting- 
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placo for the dead. They have nothuig equal to 
it ill ho^^uty in Europe. It is the teuder love of 
the Survivor which cares to make the last homo 
of a friend hcautiful after death. This is so 
lillcd with lovely ilowers, and dotted with white 
marble monuments, you feel it would be no great 
liardship to have to lie there, while the busy tur- 
moil of life was going on unheard around and 
above you. 

1 must mention the fme statue of James Otis, 
in the Chapel, by Crawford, which cannot be too 
nuich praised. There were three other statues 
to be seen tliere, too; but this is not the time nor 
the place to sj>ejik of them. When you go your- 
self, 1 hope you will return to the rude city, as I 
did, with a sense of quiet and repose that will 
not soon leave you. It brought to my mind an 
old hymn which I love to read, and hope you 
will like : — 

** There is a calm for those ■who weep, 
A rest for weary pilgrims found, 
Wiio softly lie and sweetly sleep 
liOW in the ground. 

" The storm that wrecks the winter fiky 
No more disturbs their sweet repose, 
Than sunnner-evening's latest sigh 
That shuts the rose." 
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CHAPTER X. 

MKRCANTILE LIBRAKY. — TIIK SLEEPY ROSES. 

Time, that waits for no ono, like the hurry iiig 
crowd of busy people, and the rattling carriages 
in the noisy streets, that warn us to hasten us 
on, lest wo bo crushed beneath them, — this old, 
never-resting Time has carried us on from pale, 
early spring, to bright, cheerful, frosty winter. 

'J'h(5 PosL-Onieo has been rcnnoviMl from Slate 
Street to an airy, cheerful, well-lighted building 
in Summer Street, where the face of my early 
friend, Franklin, looks down benignantly on the 
])usy crowd in the streets beneath, gently suggest- 
ive of penny-postage, which he instituted. New 
streets have been opened through Wintlu'op and 
through Otis Places. Arch Street has been 
clianged to New Devonshire Street, and hand- 
some houses of brick have been takt;n down to 
give room for stores. Even Winter Street has 
not escaped. And we wonder if the iidiabitants 
will still be told to " move on," like poor Joe, in 
Dickens's story, and whether they will not be 
forced to retire like the Indians, and live on the 
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vciy outskirts of tlicir first BOttlcmcnt, For 
I'litckstoiio find Franklin S<niarcs, Union and 
ClicsLcr I'ark, with expensive fountains, and witli 
h strip of green grass iii their centres, planted 




with louiisj tieof, and enclosed l)y handBomo iron 
fciiCL"- niL ceitinily plLasintcr jiliccs ot ahodo 
(h^n tlio noi=j, licitod sticcts m tho centre of 
tlic cit\ lhr'^c'lJ lu ut of tho city is oinii^nig 
in apptirinci fishi Ihin I can digucriotypo it 
If) ji>ii Ilcrc IS the window of Sowk & Jinkh'g 
vhii]), anil 1 too Ktop with tho ciowd, to look at 
the imtiiici 'lo-flij, thtio IS a Migdakn — 
Ixif lint I A-Hiil < .| V — ri<nn ^ nn ..hi in isl. i , 
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scene. Tlio small, tattered boys, anil the I'oiigh 
men, and even tlie fine ladies, who see least of 
what is going on, they all loiter and linger where 
a fine picture is to be seen. Next in turn is 
Ilolbrook's, now changed too ; with embroidered 
cloaks and pretty infants' dresses, that I long to 
buy for Peggy at home, who never will know 
what she ought to have worn. And next, Afose- 
ley tfe Co.'s, with shoes of all sizes, tliat look 
tempting to small feet. Here, too, is the Mer- 
cantile Library in the same building, where any 
person engaged in mercantile pursuits, who is 
over fourteen yeai^s of age, may become a mem- 
ber of the association, by paying aniuially two 
dollars. Otlicrs j)aying the same may be en- 
titled to all the privileges but that of voting. 
The Mercantile Hall will accommodate seven 
hundred persons, and is well adapted for a con- 
cert or a lecture-room. Here a course of lec- 
tures is delivered every winter, and as the tickets 
are only sold to members, their jiopularity haJj 
been so great, that it is sometimes necessary to 
have two courses of lectures given. I have been 
to only one, and to the lectures before the Low- 
ell Institute. 

I like the Newspaper Room, which is in the 
front of the building, and is furnished with pa- 
per-stands, where pleasant old gentlemen are 
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scon reading the papers. I went in one day, and 
the old shyness seized me, and I ran out again, 
without seeing half I might ; hut I glanced at a 
copy of Stuart's Washington, and saw there were 
pictures of Wehster, Everett, and other noted 
men, hanging on the walls, and a statue of the 
wounded Indian, hy Stephenson. This institu- 
tion is the oldest library association, being 
founded in March, 1820. In time, the library 
will be probably increased to the number of 
twenty-five thousand volumes, which the shelves 
would acconunodate. It is rapidly increasing, 
and is very ])0pular among the people. There is 
also a [)criodical room sui)plicd with tables for 
reading, and a cabinet of curiosities belonging to 
the Marine Society and the Association. 

The Musical Education Society has rooms here. 
I know nothing of music, but 1 heard a young 
lady in the distance trying to sing something im- 
possible for a human voice to attain, so it seemed 
to me, and I ran off with a shudder, wondering 
why society demands music from the unmusical, 
and why drawing, modelling, and painting are 
not so universally expected to bo studied. A 
hand-organ would grind out music hi better 
tune and time than many a tortured piano in a 
fashionable parlor ; and the ear and voice that 
could not be tutored into harmony might well 
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be found wanting, if the cyo were perfect iu 
koeinicss and the hand in nicety of touch. 

As I ran down the wide stairs into the street 
below, I saw the carriage waiting with its one 
gray horse and one bay one, and I jumped in 
to join Jcanie in her drive. I too, in my way, 
liavo changed, from a poor country l}oy, with 
long hair and russet jacket, to a spruce young 
fellow, made up according to the latest pattern 
of the Boston tailors. I will not tell you whether 
Oak Ilall or Fcnno's boys' clothing store is pat- 
ronized by me. You will not approve of my 
taste, if I have not chosen your tailor; but my 
hair is cut as short as the bristles on a shoe- 
brush, and I sport a cane and gloves on Sunday, 
when I walk with Jeanie to the Italian church 
(which was held in this building last winter), or 
to the French one in Spring Lane. There is a 
German church which the ladies sometimes at- 
tend, but in all languages, which they think they 
know so remarkably well from books, they find 
that in every-day life, in this, as in all things, 
there is something which books cannot teach. 

I wish my mother could see me now ! I often 
long for the green lane in the woods, and tlic 
little church without a spire, and the murnuiring 
of the sea, but I shall wait till next sununer's 
vacation before I return. I, too, shall become a 
city boy by that time. 
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I did not wish to change my style of dress and 
manners, till James hinted, one day, of a " Pride 
that apes humility," and then I knew that it 
was pride that made me wish to be different from 
the rest, and that it was generally better to con- 
form to the habits of the people where we live ; 
so if I go to Kamtschatka, I shall expect to dress 
and live as they do ! 

One evening, when I was in Gcorgy's room, 
Mrs. Hamilton told lis a story that made mo feel 
ashamed of my pride and ignorance. I will tell 
it to you, and perhaps you too may profit a little 
by it. 

Goorgy had become tired of his theatre, — he 
is older now, — and our neighbor, Mrs. Darton, 
came in to make a visit and to condole with 
Gcorgy and pity him, — which he dislikes very 
nnicb, — a bright, cheerful, little fellow as he is; 
then she asked us what we were doing, and said 
tbat a fine, tall lad like me should have some 
settled occupation, and should be learning to 
work ; I, who had boon working ever since I 
was able to hold a rake or hoe a potato till now, 
and I thought I was only following the fashion 
when I did nothing ! 

^frs. Darton was quite a beauty once, and she 
f()nj:ots tliat she is not one still. She curls her 
fine, soft, giay hair, and she is very stout and 
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large, — fiiio looking, tlioy call it, — and lias 
such a deep voice, you would suppose she was 
colonel of a regiment, and had grown hoarse 
from giving the word of command. She sat, 
spread out in her wide-skirted dress, and eyed 
me through ! If it had heen one of tlie cattle 
out in our pasture I should have been afraid of 
her eye, and known she would hook ; but she 
was a ladfj^ who carried honey in tlie sweetness 
of her smile, and a sthig in her tongue, but not 
always hidden, like the bee's sting, till she was 
wounded. 

Sweet little Mrs. Hamilton would not have 
my feelings hurt by her remarks ; but she kindly 
said, i "was young yet, and there was time 
enough to learn." Then, after Mrs. Darton had 
gone out of the room, with her white hair flow- 
ing in long ringlets, and her hard, cold face 
twisted into something resembling a sweet smile 
as she bade us " good l)y,'* then Mrs. Ilamilton 
asked us if we felt like hearing a story. 

Ah, we did, indeed ! Georgy was so tired, lis- 
tening to her sensible remarks, that he felt quite 
discouraged, and thought it was of no xise to try 
to be happy, if people who were well were so 
discontented and so dissatisfied with life. 

Then little Jeanie, who is fast growing into a 
young lady, begged dear mamma for "just one 
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moro iiico fairy story ; such as wo had when we 
were children^ mamma," slio said. 

Then Mrs. Hamilton smiled kindly on her 
little girl, and commenced the following story. 

THE SLEEPY ROSES. 

" What is the use of trying to be liappy ? '* 
said the littlo fairy Tinetta, as she sat listlessly 
on the broken stalk of a buttercup. (Here Mrs. 
Hamilton looked at Georgy, and he smiled.) 
" What is the use of trying to be happy ! I 
have worked busily the whole afternoon, and I 
cannot fasten the moss to those stupid roses. If 
they only knew what I was trying to do for 
them ! But there are some slow-minded people 
in this world, who will never take a new idea ; so 
there they sit, with their bare stalks, as cold and 
prim as Quakers. It makes me shiver to touch 
them ; their very thorns shine with cold ! " 

All this time the roses were as happy, and 
drooped their plump, heavy heads as lazily, as 
if they had nothing to do but laugh and look 
sleepy. 

Poor Tinetta ! She was provoked with them. 

" What can I do ? " she said. " Let me try a 
little persuasion ; for I must finish my work, 
even if they are ungrateful." 

7 J 
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" Sweet Miss Rose/* she said ; " can you sit a 
little more to the right, and let me wrap this soft 
mantle around yoxir shoulders ? It will soon be 
night, and then you will be so cold, that I am 
afraid you will not be able to sleep soundly with- 
out it. 

" I think she will understand that ! " said Ti- 
netta. 

But no ! The clumsy head of the rose dropped 
heavily on one side, and Tinetta started up in dis- 
may, — as frightened as you felt when you tried 
to lift your baby brother one day, without leave, 
— she thought the head was falling off. 

"O dear!" she said, in despair; " if I try 
to touch them again, all their leaves will drop 
off. And they are quite as contented as if they 
knew as much as the rest of the world. How 
delightful it is to be so stujud ! No one i-cquires 
anything of you, and you can sleep all day with- 
out feeling fatigued. 

" Ah ! my limbs ache now, from sitting still so 
long ; I must run a race with those grasshoppers, 
or / shall go to sleep too ! " 

And away they danced together. At first, the 
gra.sshoi)pers seemed to beat in the race ; for 
they took such woful strides that Tinetta laughed 
behind her wing, to see them quite out of breath 
with fatigue ; but she spread her gauze dress out 
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lightly ill tlio air, and let her long curls fly, and 
away sho went over the ground like a flower 
blown along by the wind. The clumsy grass- 
hoppers put on their stilts in vain. Their heavy 
boots prevented their running fast, and to tell 
you the truth, the best thing they can do is to 
listen. They hear the grass grow, and tell all 
the secrets that are going on below it. What 
else should they have ears in their heels for, — 
as the wise men say, — (though, to be sure, we 
have looked for them in vain). No wonder they 
keep chirping all the time, if they have so much 
to tell! 

Well, when Tinetta had won the race, she 
came back feeling quite refreshed, and thought 
she would go to her work again. 

But now it was nearly dark, and the flowers 
were shut for the night, and she had hardly 
time to creep into one that was left lialf oj^oii, 
before the gray moth, like a monk, rang the bell 
for all doors to bo closed. 

The next morning, Tinetta awoke quite re- 
freshed. She sang to herself a little song about 
the birds and the buttcrllics, for her licart felt 
quite light, and slic ho[)od to rousci the heavy, 
stuj)i(l iloscs to a little ol* liur ciillnisiasni. Ihit 
what did tlicy caio for the l)ir(rs song or the 
butterlly's wing ! Their heads were still fso heavy 
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with dew, that they rubbed their eyes to brush 
the tears away, before tliey could peep out. 

" I really believe," said Tinetta, " they never 
would have awakened at all without that shower- 
bath." 

" Now, my dear children," she said, for Tinetta 
felt very old and wise when she was giving ad- 
vice, " now, my dear children, you must listen 
to what 1 have to say. Your mollier, the Flower 
Fairy, has given you into my care, and all I ask 
of you is to let me give you a few new ideas and 
a few graces that you need." 

Poor Tinetta might as well have talked to the 
wind, as expect them to listen to her. What did 
they know of ideas ? and as for graces, they knev\r 
how to nod their heads, first on one side and 
then on the other, and what did they want to 
know more ? They could spread out their leaves, 
too, and look pretty, and bend to some visitor, — 
if they were awake, — and why should they try 
to do more in the world ? Is not that all some 
people are made for? 

Poor Tinetta was unhappy about it. She was 
afraid the Flower Spirit would blame her, and 
think she had not given them wise instruction. 

So she placed her hand on her heart and com- 
menced a moral lecture, which I am afraid I can- 
not correctly repeat, because the Fairy language 
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is different from ours, and I think you would not 
understand it. 

She asked them to look abroad into tho beauti- 
ful world, and see how busy tho birds and tho 
bees were, and how many lovely things wero 
passing before their eyes, if they would only 
look up and gaze on them. For there wero 
pictures as beautiful as a Panorama. Thero 
wero tho clouds in tho sky forming landscapes 
all tho time. And thero was the rainbow, like a 
bridge for the spirits to walk on, which they 
never took the trouble to look at; and a thou- 
sand other beautiful things they wero too idlo 
to see. 

" dear ! " said Tinetta, " they are asleep 
again ! I must ask the Queen Mother to-night 
what I viusl do. I shall wear my life away, try- 
ing to make tho blind sec." 

And that very night, at sunset, when tho Court 
met, Tinetta caught a pair of Grasshoppers, and 
harnessed them to an acorn cup. You can see 
the horse's head and part of the harness on all 
Grasshoppers now. Then she put on a sober 
robe of gray cobweb and silver dewdrops ; and 
with a blush from the heart of a Rose on her 
cheek, and a Firefly's lamp in her hand, she 
drove off in great state to the Court. 

On her arrival, the Queen made room at her 
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sido for her favorito fairy, and asked her what 
hidden grief caused her to appear in mourning 
at a festival. 

Then Tinetta presented her petition, which 
was written on a rose-leaf witli a quill from tlie 
wing of a Butterfly. 

" What is the matter witli my Rose children," 
said the Queen, after reading the petition ; ** are 
they really wanting in intellect ? Or have they 
no interest in the affairs of life ? " 

"May it please your Majesty," said Tinetta, 
kneeling, " I have offered them knowledge, hut 
they would not accept it. I offered to give them 
the new charm which the Flower Spirit bestowed 
on the Moss Rose, and they would not receive it. 
Must I remain everlastingly unhappy because my 
task cannot be done, or shall the Roses be pun- 
ished in my stead ? " 

Then the Fairy Queen smiled on poor little 
Tinetta, who had labored so long in vain, and 
commanded her Court to declare a punishment 
on the heedless Roses. 

After a long and wise consultation, when the 
fire-fly lamps grew dim, and the gray moths 
swept by, to hint that the morning gray was 
dawning over the hills, — then the Fairy Court 
declared a punishment. And it was, — that the 
white Roses should forever after wear a perpetual 
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blush. And the Boses blush and hang their 
heads to this hour. 

Nobody knows the reason, — but now wc know 
it! 

After hearing this story, I was so impressed 
with the consciousness of my ignorance and 
iinwilliugiicss to learn, that I have been trying 
to improve myself. I go to the Lowell Lec- 
tures, and I study daily a few hours. Tliese 
lectures are given from October to April, all 
through tlie winter months. Tlie name is given 
for the founder, John Lowell, Esq., who left two 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars for this pur- 
pose. There are four or five courses of lectures, 
and twelve lectures in each couree, on various 
useful subjects. They are free. 
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had made fun of mo again, which is a custom 
with young people, if they can find a fellow as 
green as the grass to laugh at. I do not caro, — 
I am rather slow, but that is better than to bo 
fast, as they arc inclined to be, in a city where, 
if you are too slow, everything will rush on, and 
leave you behind. 

We soon reached tho skating-ground, and 
there Jeanio was scudding along liko ono of our 
mackerel schooners under full sail in tho bay. 
It was such a pretty picture to see her; but 
some of the ladies seemed to be in no hurry, for 
every now and then they sat down to rest, whilo 
others dashed along at full speed. Sometimes 
one or two fast skaters would come dashing 
along, and accidentally — of course — strike ono 
or those so unsteady on their skates, that a touch 
would seem to demolish them, and they would 
disappear in their glory, — liko one of Georgy's 
bright, high-colored, showy card-houses, — and 
there lie extended, scarlet and yellow, inglori- 
ously extinguished, on the skating-ground. 

We stayed till our hour for tea, and camo 
merrily home, laughing, and with a fund of 
merry anecdotes, to relate to our friend Oeorgy, 
who still reclines on the couch, and still smiles, 
and listens patiently to all our jests. We told 
him all wo had seen. 
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Many fast horses and handsomo sleighs with ring* 
ing bells, that made merry music to the sound 
of the horses' hoofs. It was so exhilarating, 
that I tossed up my cap and shouted ! 

" Ah ! old fellow, you like this," said James. 

" Like it, yes ! " I said. " I think Boston is 
the i)lace to live in, in winter ; but in summer, I 
want the green trees, and to see the grass grow." 

" Can you see the grass grow," said Jeanie, 
laughuig at me. " Ned, ask John the conun- 
drum you asked me, and make him guess it. 
He is a true Yankee." 

" Wliat is the color of the grass, under the 
snow, John ? You have seen it grow, and can 
tell us," said Ned. 

" Well," said I, " when the snow lies pretty 
thick, it is a good top-dressing ; and the farmci*s 
think there is a chance of a good crop, when it 
lies late on the ground ! " 

" Do licar his shocking farming again," said 
Jcanic. " We only asked you to guess an old 
conundrum." 

"John, you stnpid thing! the grass is invisi- 
ble green, under the snow," said Ned. 

"The color of my coat is invisible green," I 
answered, stoutly. I knew grass was never that 
shade. 

Then I saw them laughing, and I knew they 

7 * 
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lasant thcro now ; but to havo seen the cows 

^aziiig on the Common, and tlie street open ; to 
►ok down as far as the water, — must havo been 

beautiful sight." 

" Father, won't you tell us about the Stato- 
Uouse ? " he asked, as ]i[r. Hamilton came in. 

" What shall I tell you new ? " he answered. 
" You know the land was purchased of Governor 
Hancock's heirs, and tlio ground was named 

* the Governor's pasture,* in the deed, and that 
the purchase-money was ^ four thousand pounds 
lawful money.' The corner-stono of the build- 
ing was brought to the spot on the 4th of July, 
by fifteen white horses, the small number of 
States then in tlie Union, — it was in 1795. In 
1798, the building was quite finished and occu- 
pied by the Legislature. Tlien tlie members of 
tbe General Court walked in solemn procession 
from the Old State-House, in State Street, and 
the new one was dedicated with prayer. The 
corner-stone was laid by the Chief Magistrate of 
Massachusetts, Samuel Adams. And he said, 

* he trusted that within its walls liberty and the 
rights of men would bo forever advocated and 
supported ! ' " 

" I think they have a fair chance for it," said 
James. "How Wendell Phillips and T. W. 
Higginson spoke in favor of a colored man there, 
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last winter. It made mo feel proud to hear 
them." 

" James, let me hear no more from you on that 
subject ; I have forbidden your interfering witli 
politics," said Mr. Hamilton. 

" Politics ! " I tliought ; " that is the old story. 
Wlicn the minister speaks of tbe sins of the age, — 
for it is his place to correct evil, — and certainly 
that is what he is hired for^ — then all the old 
gentlemen who dislike to have their firm convic- 
tions disturbed or shalccn cry out, — ' A political 
sermon! Turn him out!'" 

I know nothing about it ; but to catch a man 
and sell him would not i)c called " politics " 
where I was raised. Thank goodness ! 

" What are you pondering over in your wise 
liLllo head, John ? " asked Mr. Hamilton, kindly. 
'• Do you agree with James in his new-fangled 
notions V " 

*' AV'^liy, yes, Sir, 1 ])clicve I do," I answered, 
boldly. (To speak the truth was whipped into 
mc, when I was a boy.) " And I believe all the 
boys in ]>oston feel the same." 

'' And all the women, too, who have mothers' 
hearts," said ]\lrs. Hamilton, who had entered 
(juiotly, unpcrceivod. 

" Well, we will excuse you all," he answered. 
" As we are the stronger party and have the 
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most judgment! " lie said, with a smile, to Mrs. 
]riiniiltoii, — who returned it with so much affeo 
lion, that I knew she never doubted his faith in 
that judgment. " Wo will excuse you all ! 
What were we talking about ? Oh ! about the 
State-House. You asked mo the height of it, I 
believe." 

We had not, — but that was no matter. 

"It is one hundred and ten feet higli, including 
the dome ; and tlie foundation is said to be about 
that height above the level of the sea. All this 
will not interest you, but the view from the top 
of the State-House is perhaps the finest in the 
country. You must go and see it, John, — and 
tlie fountains there, and the statue of Webster. 
You know the building has been enlarged, since 
it was first erected, I suppose ? " 

I did not know it. And then he said : 

" The Boston Water- Works are worth looking 
at, also." 

" Wiiat is that ? " I asked. 

" Why, the great Beacon Ilill Reservoir, where 
the water, that supplies the city, flows from Co- 
chituate Lake, — or, as you would prefer to say. 
Long Pond. This building, of massive granite 
masonry, is an immense basin or reservoir. It 
rests on arches of enormous strength. The basin 
is said to contain 2,G78,9G1 gallons of water." 
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" Oh, my ! " I exclaimed. « Why, I think I 
must have seen that hiiilding ou my way to the 
Jfospilal, where the sick man was in the spring. 
Arc there two great tablets with inscriptions on 
them, on the north side of the building ? " 

" Yes," he answered. " It is there printed in 
large letters, — 

BOSTON WATER-WORKS. 

Bcgim August, 184G. — Water introduced October, 1848, 

JosiAH QuiNCY, Jr., Mayou. 

r Nathan 11a i>k, 
Coinniissioiiors, -< .Iamks V, Baldwin, 
( Thomas B. Cuktis. 

And on the other tablet is inscribed, — 

BOSTON WATKR-WORKS. 

The Reservoir completed November, 1849. 

John P. Bigeujw, Mayor. 

r W. S. WiiiTWicix, Enst Div. 
Engineers, -j E. S. Cukshroucii, West Div. 
{joiiN B. Jkrvis, Consulting. 

"Now I know,'' I said, "wliat that country 
follow was so busy stopping to read. I was in 
a hurry to be at the Hospital between twelve 
and one ; they would not admit visitors later 
than that." 

'' Arc you going to be a doctor, John?" said 
(Jcoruy, IVom liis couch, in a i)laintive tone of 
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" No, Gcorgy ; I will not liann you ; but you 
ought not to bo arraid of doctftrs." 

"No! 'tis the otiicr doctor; I mean tbo ono 
I liad first." 

Hero mamma interrupted, for eIio could not 
have licr pet annoyed. " John was going to seo 
a poor, sick man, Georgy, and was only carrying 
some fruit to him," she said. " Hero is a littlo 
pietui'O i'uv yoii to see. And now we will koikI 
tlio boys away for the robt of Iho evening ; it 
is time for you to rcHt." 




Slie let us see the picture of tlio Massachusetts 
General Hospital. It is built of Chelmsford gran- 
ite, and can aecomniodatc over a Imadi-cd pa- 
tients. The wings uf tlic building are divided 
into wards iwid rooms for the siek pooplc, Tho 
wide staii-cascs and lloors aro of stutio. Tho 
wliole building is wurmcd by lUies froiu hot-air 
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furnaces, and supplied with water by pipes car- 
ried over the building. 

The surgical operations are performed in the 
upper part of the building, which is lighted by a 
dome ; and the odicers have their rooms in the 
centre. The grounds are handsome, witli grav- 
elled walks and ornamental shrubs ; but I was 
too anxious about my old friend to notice them 
particularly, though I saw that a high fencb 
keeps out intruders, if any of the patients arc 
well enough to walk about. 

The McLean Asylum for the Insane is undei 
the direction of the Trustees of this Hospital, a? 
it is a branch of this institution. Siiall 1 tell 
you hero about the insane? You, little chil- 
dren, who may never have to suffer that grief 
which destroys the reason. But let me tell you 
now, that a violent temper will often bring a state 
of mind that closely resembles insanity ; and 
that, sometimes, in a passion, a man, or a child 
even, may do something to be repented of for- 
ever. I once saw one poor, auihappy old man, 
who had killed a baby in a fit of rage ; ho was 
certainly thought to be insane when I saw him ; 
but ho only was unhappy, — so unhappy that ho 
could have no peace. He was angry with every- 
thing, and angry with God, " who would not let 
him havo any comfort," ho said. This is what 
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men call remorse, and it haunts ais for years 
when we do wrong. Even if we forget it for a 
time, it will come back to us, like the thought of 
that poor baby, that the old man would not have 
killed if lie had not been angry, and wliich ho 
never, never had been able to forget. He tried 
to work in a little garden they let him have to 
amuse him; but every little while he would 
throw down his spade and exclaim, '' I can't 
have any comfort ! " Let us all try to remem- 
ber to keep calm always. It may save a life in 
time of danger, as you well know from man^^ 
anecdotes you have read, and which I cannot 
stop to repeat. 

But I asked Mrs. Hamilton afterwards, what 
Gcorgy meant by asking if I meant to be a doc- 
tor. And she said the Afedical College was very 
near the Hospital, and that it would accommo- 
date three hundred students, who were studying 
medicine and seeing cases in the Hos[)ital. It 
is a branch of Harvard College, and a large 
medical library is connected with it. Tliey have 
a Cabinet, that contains collections of drawings 
and models in wax of various kuids, and plaster 
casts of unusual cases. If any disease is so 
mysterious that it cannot be understood, then it 
has been known that a photograph of the out- 
ward manifestation of that disease has been sent 
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to Paris, and there compared with the drawings 
and books in the liospitals of Europe. Ah ! if 
life were only long enough to learn all. 

As I wandered about, I was thinking of my own 
ignorance, and the immense amount of knowl- 
edge to be gained by living in Boston, where 
libraries are free, and schools so well cared 
fur, that every one is expected to be learned. 
For in the early days of the settlement of the 
Colonies, parents were fined if their children 
were not sent to school. 

Now, at home, I could only go to school in 
the winter months ; the summer school was only 
for small children, and boys have to work on 
the farm all through the summer harder than 
men work in the city. When the whiter comes, 
we have our shiging-school, and our algebra 
to study, and now and then a spelling-school, 
whcni the l)cst s(5lu>liirs are cjqitjiins. Did you 
ever hear of a spelling match ? You have row- 
ing matches, and skating matches, and I won't 
say what else ; but a spelling match is where two 
of the best scholars are chosen by the school as 
captains, and they select in turn one scholar after 
another from the classes to form a company. One 
stands at the end of the school-room and calls 
out his fixvoritc scholar. " Annie Green," James 
Cain called out one day, and Annie, blushing 
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and smiling, camo forward. " Susan May," 
callod Jim Barker, who was tlio oilier chan> 
pion. Then Susan took her place at the head 
of the class on the other side. " Prank Butler " 
was the next name, and so on, till the lists were 
filled. One little girl who belonged to the pri- 
mary school came in, and because she belonged 
to our only rich man's family the children would 
ask her to join, and every word she tried to 
spell was in such remarkable stylo that we could 
hardly keep sober faces. 

The master stood at his desk, or walked around 
the school-room, and selected the most astonish- 
ing words to be spelt. Annie Green and Susan 
ISliiy kcj)t along quite equally, but if one word 
was misspelt in the class, though the culprit was 
loft in his place, the captain on the opposite side 
could select the best speller from the ranks of 
this side to add to his own. Once it seemed 
as if Annie's party had all the good spellers, and 
tliat Susan's side was beaten ; but I soon saw 
my mistake. For after the best spellers were all 
taken from Susan's party, only the poor ones were 
left to clioose from ; and then the side which had 
so nearly beaten at first began to make mistakes, 
and, as a consequence, to forfeit its best spellers. 
This of course strengthens Susan's party, which 
was thus able to go on spelling correctly, and iu 
a few minutes had won the victory. 
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As I Imvo liccn tcllmg you, I w ilkcil along 
( iml iid^c Street towird-j Chailos Sticet, tliiiik- 
iii^ ( f homo, and I caino to a building slnpcd 
EouiLlliuig Iitio a Cicck cioss, between tlio llcdi- 
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cal Collcso and Cambridge Street, on land filled 
in, or " jtiJide liiiid," as tlioy call it, a eoiiliniiar 
tioii of Cbarius kStiect. A centre octagonal build- 
ing, having foni- wings radiating from it. It is 
Imilt of tiniiicy granite, and I asked somo one 
\vbat it was for. Ah! when lie told me, I 
Wuilcd no longer to see it, for it was the Ci!y 
Jail! I disappeared instantly ; and if you want 
to hear aboTit it,,inst go and see it yourself. It 
is two ftorius high, and a good-looking homo for 
those who like such places! 



^^-^^^'^' tuuU^- ^'^ ^Ivls covAi not \ ^^^.^^, 
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Koloctod jiins for mn, lar^o and small, as I in- 
ijtiircd for tlicm. Could any oiio bo found will- 
ing to cheat him ? I nm afraid thcro could. 

" Conic, John," said Mr. Hamilton, "wo shall 
ho late, and you cau't give iu your iiamo after 
tcu o'clock." 

So v.-ii hurried on, till wo camo to the Lihrary 
Building iu IJoylstoii Rlrcet. It was very liand- 
somo, and was built of brick, with saudstouo 
mountings. 




'T should Hunk it's\ouhl bo liihlo to hf do 
Ktioycd h> Iiic then, 110 so miiiy books to- 
ti-thci, I said to Jh. Hamilton. 

"Olio! It is jnirjioHcly built with firo-proof 
llom-s, ina<lo of l>ri<:k aud iron ; and tlio wholo 
liiiilding is slrirlly liro-]inMil'," lie answerod. 
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As wc went into the first lower room, tlicro 
wcio people, young and old, seated around ou 
benches, Avaiting for their names to ho called out. 
'I'hoso names were first written on a card, heforo 
the hour for tho delivery of books. Then tlio 
owner of the card writes tho number of the book 
ho wants, whicli he reads from tlio catalogue, 
and sends it in to tho desk. After waiting a 
short time, several books wliich liave the cards 
shut in them arc handed out from a room be- 
hind tho desk, and tho names read aloud, and 
tho owner steps forward to answer to his or her 
naino. As I sat there I waited to seo them. 
*' l>:ites ! " was called out. " Mow that will be a 
stout man," I thought to myself; but a shy, 
pretty girl camo and took tho book with a blush. 

'' Staidey ! " tho Librarian called. Then a 
tall, thin man, with green glasses, camo up. 

" Yates ! Underwood ! Green ! " ho called. 
And when my own name was mentioned, I had 
been so busy looking at tho others, that I forgot 
to recognize it, till he said, *' Is not this yours V " 
and handed mo a book, which I had long wanted 
to read. 

It is strange that no one has to pay a cent for 
this great privilege, and that persons are allowed 
to take out any books but medical works, — and 
perhaps young doctors are allowed to do that, — • 
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but one young woman I saw asked for one in 
vain ; perhaps they were afraid she Avoiild poison 
some one, if she attempted to practise medicino 
with tlie sliglit knowledge she could gain in this 
way. 

In tlie country, it is the old women, who, with 
their liorbs, attempt to cure all our sickness, and 
we rather dread to see a doctor. But it is so 
dilfercnt licre ! 

" Come into the reading-room, John," said 
Afr. Hamilton, who had been reading while I 
was wniting for my name to he called. I went 
in, and found several gentlemen seated around a 
long tahlc., whirJi (^xtcnchMl th<i whole hjngth of 
the room, and which was well supplied with all 
the new periodicals, and with foreign newspapers 
and magazines. Here could he found the popu- 
lar magazines in French, and medical works in 
(iennan, and scientific periodicals in different 
languages. A J)anish gentleman told me here, 
iliat he could not find in London, or any other 
huge city in Euroi)C, such a free o[)i)ortunity for 
literary research. He was translating some work 
into the Danish language, and he was so glad, 
an<l vso griilclul, to fmd the information lie 
needed, to go on with the work. Any one can 
sit here and n^iul, and many young men, who 
would l>e walking lound in vsearch of amusement, 
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or who have perhaps no pleasant, warm room at 
lionic, can sit hero for hours undisturbed, as no 
conversation is allowed, except in a low tone of 
voice, in this room. 

After seeing and admiring the reading-room, I 
wxnt into the second story, which is a very beau- 
tiful room, with a large portrait in it of Franklin, 
a handsomer, younger face than I had seen of 
him before. A marble statue of a shepherd-] >oy, 
with very thin legs, who was playing on a lute, I 
thought, looked rather stiff and prim, though it 
is very much admired, Mr. Hamilton told me; 
but I am more fond of books when 1 can havo 
time to read, and so I went round and counted 
the alcoves, to see how many there were ; I 
found ten alcoves on each side, and ten in the 
gallery above, on each side, also, which made 
sixty in all. The German books were in one 
alcove, the Spanish in another, the Italian in an- 
other, then law-books in another, and then medi- 
cal w^orks, and so on. And the shelves were 
divided also, in rows of ten, to make it easier to 
find the books. I wish I could describe the 
beauty of the hall to you, but I cannot, because 
it is so beautiful, and it suited me so exactly. 
There was a room below for the ladies to read in, 
but they seem to like to carry home their books, 
or were too sliy or too busy to sit there ; 1 never 
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!?nw more than two at a time, and now it is given 
up, and they are expected to read in the rooms 
wlicre the periodicals arc, if tliey read here at 
all. It is hardly worth the tronblo of warming 
the rooms for so few ; bcwsidcs, there is a largo 
oil painting ]>y Copley there, and the room is 
reserved for that now. I found a nice book of 
travels for myself, and I waited and looked over 
the magazines. I saw no boys there as young as 
I am. I think they are not allowed to read in 
the room, because boys loill be rude and noisy, 
and tbis is intended for young men, and for per- 
sons whf) are old enough to inako a sensible use 
of tiiis grc!i(, privilege. 

Mr. Hamilton told me, that tbis hall would 
hold two hundred thousand volumes, and that 
new books arc continually being added. I was 
sorry to leave it, and go home ; but I shall come 
again, some otber dny, when Mr. Hamilton is not 
so much engaged. In tlio evening, tiicy tell me, 
that many young men are seated around, read- 
ing ; and some were tbcre early in the morning ; 
wbich surprised me, unless they came in early, 
and read, ]>crore the hour for business. Perhaps 
they rise early, juid breakfast as we do at home, 
when tlie sun comes into our eyes, and vshincs so 
briglit, as he rises in winter, that we pull down 
[\\(\ curlinn lo sliut out tb(^ (br/zlc, and then ex- 
tiniiuisb tbo candles \j\\ tlie tal»lo. 
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This library is a gift to tho city of Boston, 
from private individuals. Joshua J>atcs, Esij., 
oC London, who was onco a Boston boy, gave 
fifty thousand dollai's, and the interest annually 
to be spent for books. Hon. Jonathan Phillips, 
Hon. John P. Bigelow, and Abbott Lawrence, 
have given largo sums of money for this purpose. 
There are more tlian seventy-eight thousand vol- 
\nncs. The largest number taken out in any 
one (hiy, last year, was one tliousand tln*eo hun- 
dred and thirty-five, which was moro tlian two 
books a minute during tlio ten liours of delivery. 

'IMuue was a })rescnt from Mr. Bates, last year, 
of live hunch'ed works rehiting to the history and 
science of music, some of which are very rare. 
Since music lias been introduced into tho Public 
Schools as a branch of study, this renders these 
works in the library very useful to thoso who 
might never attain them in any other way. This 
collection contains most of the early printed mu- 
si(!;il works of the fifteenth, sixteenth, and seven- 
tcciith centuries, and many later works of noted 
excellence. There are twenty-eight quarto vol- 
\imes of manuscript music, selected and copied 
from the best published and unpublished nuisical 
com|)ositions of tho sixteenth, seventeenth, and 
eighteenth centuries in the royal library of Berlin. 

'IMiere is a collection of three hundred and 
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Torty-scvcn Cliincso books, comprising litstorical 
and litci-aiy works, and a copy of tlio laigc Iin- 
[icrial dictionary, — Itighly important, -wo must 
lliiiik, ill this case. 1 liopo, when you boo it, it 
will bo a benefit to you! 

As wo left tlio Library, wo walked down Trc- 
mont Street by the Park Street Church and tho 
iiurying-grouud, passing by tlio Masonic Toinplo. 




'Iho coinci stone wis liid, witli Masonic ccicmo- 
iiicjjinlB It IS bmlt of granite, with toftcis 
Mxtcon feet '^nuarc, suiniountcd with bittlementa 
and jjinniclcs Tho dooi'S and windows aie of 
(mu liinundid ^nml* llio blocks of gniiito 
ai-e Iriangnhir, and it is a very hiindsomo build- 
ing. Thoit) is Jio other in Massadiusetts like it. 
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So iW. riamilton told mo. I was glnd to bco 
the cari-iago wiUi Mi-h. Iliimilloii in it, at tlio 
diiot'. Sho told ino, Jcaiiio and tlio )K>ys wci'C at 
tlio bfiiKcum, and if I hurried I might meet 
tlicni thoic. So I was very glad to leavo Ifr, 
Ilaniiltoii, wlio was so gravo and Bilciit; and 
liastcii oil, hoping to sco them. 

Ilavo j/ou ever seen tlio Museum ? The build- 
ing fioni the street 13 so liaiidsomc, when tlic 




long rows of ground-glass globes arc lighted. 
And the balconies arc oniaiuciitcd witli flags 
soniolimcs. 

It stands very iicai* tho Stone Chapel and Ihi- 
huryiiig-gronnd of tlio poor colonists, who suf- 
fered and died so eaily from piivatiou and triiil. 
Their descendants ehoidd l>o more plain in tliclj 
luslcs, and more soveru in their lawci. 
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I stopped to buy my ticket at the door, but 
ilicrc was a tall gentleman tlierc wlio would not 
let mo i)ass, and I had to wait for a lady and her 
little girl to bo attended to, before I could raako 
him heed me at all. This is such a favorite 
))lace of amusement for strangers to visit. At 
last lie saw me, — of course he saw me before, 
but it was of no consequence, as I was only a 
boy, who could wait. I folded my hands behind 
me, and tried hard to be patient, and after I had 
determined not to care, then everything seemed 
to go riglit. The stout old gentleman kindly 
moved, and spoke to me, — the lady and tbc lit- 
tle girl smiled on mo, and the lady said, *' llere 
is a young man who has been waiting longer 
than wo have," — and how pleasantly she smiled ! 
Jt docs cost so little to say a pleasant word, and 
make another j)crson happy, that I wonder how 
Iho beauties we see are will inn: to loso so nnich 
pleasure. Tlu^y look so cross, when we look at 
them, that all the sweetness we tried to admiro 
^;eenls su<hlenly to change into vinegar (that 
which is made of sivcct wine) ; and we deter- 
)ninc not to look at them. Do you believe that 
v>ould do, cither? I cannot stoj) to decide what 
wiser men cnnnot determine, aiul I went into the 
llnll, ;nnl IooIumI at the fine j)ietur(5 of Wnshing- 
t,on, ])ainte(l by Sully, which strikes your eye as 
vou first enter. 



iTii 
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There tiro fiUtiios on cauli niJo of lliis room, 
ami w» iiijiiiy iiliji!ols of iiili!ii;Kt, lluit it \s iiniKts- 
liiblo to iminc tliuiii all. lint 1 was in a hurry 
to find our Juiiniu, wlio ahrajs meets ino with 
a sMiile, and jcl hcvlt hiiighs at mo, as tho 
boys do. 

Hero Kho was, looking at an iiitcoulh object in 
a glass case, and »iiiiio imzzlcd sho BcnnioJ, and 
ivilli such n wiso air, 1 couhl not help smiling, 
too. 




" What Imvo you found to amuso 
cjuii-cd. 

" Ah, John ! llow did you 
liei-c ? I want yon to boo t' 
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tell mo wrliat you think of it. Aro there any 
near wliere you live ? " As she said this, slie 
smiled so incredulously, that I had half a mind 
to tell her I had often seen them combing their 
green locks on the rocks by our shores. But sho 
so easily believed all I said, that I could not de- 
ceive lier. 

"This uncouth monster seems to please you 
better than the pictures ! " I said. 

" No ; I was only wondering how the peoplo 
could be made to believe in such a monster. 
There is something pleasant to mo in the idea 
of a beautiful mermaid singing on the sea. But 
tliis dispels all the lovely illusion. The story 
of Undine, and the little mermaid of Hans An- 
dersen, who only had a soul after being loved 
by a mortal, were very fascinating to me.'' 

" Any one that you loved would liave a soul, 
Jcanie,'' I said. It must be a heart of stone that 
(lid not love our Joanie. 

" Why, yes, 1 should never care for a kitten, 
or any other soulless animal," she answered, 
sweetly. 

I Avantcd to tell her, she would make any one 
have a soul ; but how could I make her under- 
stand my rude speech ? 'T is my heart that 
speaks, and when that is the case, the tongue 
always stannncrs. Besides that, sho is not my 

8* L 
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sister, and so I must not tell her all I think. 
You are quito mistaken if you suppose I do not 
know it. 

" Let us look at something else, now. Hero 
are some Indian dresses and a canoe ; and some 
Sandwich Island implements of war; and va- 
rious other wonders. The stuffed birds are 
admirable. Look at these, John ! " 

And I went on, looking at everything, even 
at tlie wax-work in the room above, which I 
could not like. To be sure, it told the same 
story that we can so often read, — of the gradual 
descent of a family from happiness in early life 
to the lowest misery, and the cause was the old, 
old story of Intemperance ! It pained me. 

" Lot us go, dear," I said. " I must go ! '' 
And we went away, receiving no pleasure from 
that room. 

Wc walked around and admired the various 
curiosities, and among others, we found our Ned, 
who is a living one. 

" Well, we have been wondering where you 
both were. Wo are going into the next build- 
in p;, to see the !Massachu setts Historical Society's 
rooms, where the old Indian l]iblc is. Did you 
know they had an Indian Bible translated for 
them into their language? And a manuscript 
of Wasliington's Address to the American Army V 
Will you go, John?" 
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" Will you go, Jcanio ? " I asked. But Jcanio 
was tired, and so I remembered that I was tired, 
too. Had not I seen the Public Library, and 
counted the alcoves ? And learnt how many feet 
high the Masonic Temple was? To be sure I 
have forgotten it now. And heard that the Ma- 
sonic Lodges met in that building, — and much 
more about it, that I have not told you, — and I 
was glad of a quiet walk homo with Jeanie, who 
sees just what is passing under her eyes, and 
does not puzzle her mind by dwelling on an- 
tiquities, nor remember when we try to make 
her learn some historical fact. 

As we passed by the Burying-Ground just at 
the corner, I told her that Johnson, " the father 
of Boston," was buried here. But what did she 
care about it. 

" I never knew him ! " she said. "If ho were 
living licrc, I sliould like to sec him, because it 
was owing to liis inihioncc they came to Boston, 
instead of remaining where they first settled. 
But as to caring where he was buried, that I 
do not think of! " 

And I half thought she was right. But still 
it is pleasant to go to Mount Auburn, and see 
with liow much care the grounds are orna- 
mented. " Do you not like to go to Mount 
Auburn, Jeanie?" I said. 
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"O no, John! I should wish to 1)0 remem- 
bered, but not in that way. I should wish my 
friends to believe that I had a better home, and 
to forget that I was laid in the grave.'' 

"That is the best way; but how could ono 
forget it?" 

" By thinking more of Heaven, and less of 
earthly things. Do you know how much you 
have changed, John, since you came here ? " she 
asked. 

" To be sure I know it. But in one thing I do 
not change, — in liking you, Jeanie. And now 
you are growing into a young lady, and will soon 
forget me," I said, tremulously. 

" Ah, no, poor boy, I shall not forget you at 
all. But one thing you must remember, — not 
to forget yourself y as you did tliis morning." 

I promised ! For I did forget my resolution, 
and was very angry this morning. I am sorry 
Jcanio knew it, though. 

" When are you going home, John ? Mamma 
told me you were going with Georgy ; but you 
will return soon?" 

" yes ! Mr. Hamilton has promised to keep 
me at school till I am able to carry on the farm, 
and then I shall go home to live. Won't you 
promise to come and see me there ? " 

" yes ! " she said, gleefully. " That would 
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be so pleasant. Then perhaps I can see a mer- 
maid," — and she laughed. "And I love the 
country ! You have promised to show mo how 
the sun sets there behind the hills, and where the 
moon comes up out of the sea. I should like to 
see that!" 

" You will promise, Jeanie ? " I said, anxiously. 

" Yes, I will promise ; I want to sec some of 
the odd customs and the funny things I have 
heard you telling the boys about. I will prom- 
ise ! " — and she ran in, leaving me wondering 
whether she would go or not. Would you, if 
you were she ? 



CHAPTER XIII. 

ATHEN^UM. — CLUB HOUSE. — HOME. 

" My dear fellow," I said one morning to 
James, " why cannot you ever find time to go 
to tlic AtliGiioaum Gallery with inc ? " 

" Do you really caro about those stupid 
things?" ho answered. "I will go with you 
this very morning. Tho light is better for tlio 
paintings at this time. Let us go now ! " 




And so wo went. It is a fine, handsome build- 
ing, of freestone, several stories high. Tho en- 
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trance forms a large hall, and in the first door is 
the Statuary Gallery. 

James paid our admission fee of twenty-five 
cents to a still, silent young girl seated by the 
door, and I walked in, struck by the beauty of 
the statues. The first I saw was a tall youth 
shading his eyes with his hand. This, I thought, 
moved as I looked at it. 

" What is it, James ? " I exclaimed. " What 
is this ? lie is alive." 

" That is Crawford's Orpheus," he replied. 
"He is looking down into the infernal regions 
in search of his wife, who was carried away by 
riuto. It is a mythological story. Crawford 
was the finest sculptor of this country." 

" It is a beautiful piece of work. Is that the 
reason, James, that they have so many of these 
statues from mythology, — because they make 
thoni handsomer than real men and women 
are ? " 

" That is ingenious, John ; I never thought of 
that reason before ; but I think not," and he 
lauglicd. 

" How do you like this Ilcbc and Ganymede ? 
Hebe tripped in presenting the cup to Jove, and 
any mode look her ])lacc as ciip-l)(\irer. How 
sweet her liumility and sell-reproach, us slio is 
giving up the cup to Ganymede, and how he 
tries to sootlic her mortification and grief! " 
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" But seo this cloak, that gives poor Ganymedo 
an a[)proach to a hump," I said. 

" How can you think of that, John ? I sup- 
pose the artist was so absorbed in representing 
the idea he wished in the faces and the attitude, 
that he did not notice the clumsy cloak. You 
are almost as absurd as that young lady who 
thought the Exile of Siberia in marble should 
have worn mittens ! Mittens in mar])le ! when 
the very object of statuary is to represent the 
beauty of form." 

"Yes. I think some of these people who 
criticise might as well have a drajxxd wooden 
doll, if the drapery is so important," I answered. 

" Here is the Minerva Medica. This is grand ! 
And see the drapery here ! " 

And we walked off a little distance to admiro 
it, for it is celebrated. 

" And what is this ? " I said, coming to a poor, 
drowned young woman, lying with her baby in 
her arms. " Is this something from mythology ? " 

" no ! that is fine," he said. " That is 
Brackett's * Siiipwrecked Mother.' That is mod- 
elled by one of our Boston sculptors, and ho 
chiselled all that marble by hand, with great 
industry." 

" Then he must have as much work as he can 
do, I know, because it is so beautiful," I said. 
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" They say it is better than many things seen 
and admired in Italy. But statuary is not well 
understood and appreciated in our new country." 

" Is not Boston proud of her son ? " I asked. 

" Ah, well ! we have so many to be proud 
of! " ho answered, conceitedly. 

It was true, to be sure; but there were not 
many sculptors so good as Bracket t. 

" All, John," ho said, " you have no idea 
wliat a hard thing it is to woik, and have your 
work unappreciated, — to have beauties in it 
blamed, and faults praised. It is enough to 
make the artist discouraged, and feel that his 
time would bo better spent in farming or raising 
grapes." 

" But the artist never really feels so at heart, 
I know." 

" Not at heart, — but in every-day life he 
sometimes finds itncccssjuy to leave the beautiful 
for the useful, and carve a tombstone instead of 
making a work to be innnortal. We are so 
])ractical, John. Here is the Venus of Milo. 
You must see her ; but the light is very bad, as 
she is placed here." 

" What is she ? A large woman without any 
arms ? " I said, surprised. 

" Look at the face, and the beauty of the 
torso," he said in enthusiasm. 
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" I don't seo anything but a trunk of a woman. 
I caii't understand tliat and admire it/' 1 an- 
swered warmly. " I like this best, tliis * Unclo 
Toby and the Widow Wadman.' See how the 
pretty widow looks into the eye of the old man. 
No! she makes him peep into her eye — to And 
nothing but a hidden smile there." 

" Ah, John ! " James said, "you are like all 
the rest; they can understand those subjects 
best.'' 

Now I kneio this was good, and I insisted on it ; 
and a gentleman who came in agreed with me. 
I can't bo expected to like a woman without 
arms — even if her face is so beautiful — so well 
as a briglit, smiling one, who seems to ask me to 
laugh with her. And I even like a bright, roguish 
smile on an ugly face better than the cold simper 
of a heartless beauty. It is owing to my early 
education I suppose, and the " old school " and 
old red school-house. 

'' L(;t us go and see the pictures," James said ; 
and I left the statuary with regret ; there was so 
mucli left worth seeing, that I cannot stop to tell 
you about. The Dying Gladiator and all! 

We ran up the broad staircase which led to 
tlie Library and the Picture Gallery. 1 peeped 
into the Library, and saw the rows of books and 
light, iron staircases leading to the upper shelves 
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which adorned the room, as they were of orna- 
mental iron-work, winding round like a cork- 
screw. They said there were as many as sev- 
enty-five thousand volumes, but I think there are 
many more ; I cannot be sure, unless I should 
stop to count them, which I would do if I 
thought you would care about it ! 

There were several rooms on this story. And 
there were pictures — fine, handsome pictures — 
on the walls, as we went through the entry, and 
up another flight of the same broad, iron stairs, 
where my footsteps echoed. It was all so differ- 
ent from the ladder at home, where I climbed 
up, to sleep under the caves ; and where the 
stars peeped through the cracks in the roof, to 
wink and jeer at me. I know they laugh at me 
now more than they did then ; but when I am 
unmindful of ridicule, it cannot liarm me. 

The ricture (Jiillcry has four large rooms con- 
nected with each other, and lined with dark red 
cambric ; and it contains pictures that are painted 
by our best artists, and copies from pictures by 
the old masters, and sometimes the wealthy citi- 
zens of Boston are willing to lend a valuable 
painting for the public to admire. Tliis collec- 
tion vjuics in diifercnt seasons. Once, a collec- 
tion of paintings from the Diisscldorf Gallery was 
there, and 1 know them all by heart. Then a 
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collection of Brown's pichires. The Heart of 
the Andes, by Church, was exhibited here., before 
it was time for tlie annual collection of paintings 
to be seen. 

You may see some of the same pictures each 
season. I remember a beggar that almost started 
out of tlio frame, he was so life-like. And there 
are Allston's paintings, which James admired. 

'' Come here," he cried. " Come into this in- 
ner room, and sec the painting of Bclshazzar's 
Feast ! " 

1 was enjoying the sunset in a landscape by 
GiiTord, that I cannot often enjoy in the city, un- 
less I take a walk, to see where the sun sets, in 
the far-oir distance. It does not scioni to come 
down to the earth and tinge the green fields with 
yellow, and kiss the flowers " good-night," and 
close their eyes for them, as it does at homo ; but 
it sets 'way off, gorgeously, in a crimson couch 
in the sky, and I hardly know anything about it, 
unless it f hires its bed-torch so high, that it 
streams up over the house-tops, and then I look 
up, and people say, " What a fine sunset! " 

Yes, 't is all grandeur! But the sweetness and 
beauty of a summer's eve in the country are all 
lost. To be sure, I did meet a butterfly once 
in the street, as red as the brick houses, because 
Nature matches colors, — but I do long to hear 
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the frogs croak, and the grasshoppers fiddle, 
again ! 

" Come ! what are you studying those land- 
scapes so, for? I should think you might be 
tired of rural life by this time ; you are just be- 
ginning to lose that accent so peculiar to the 
New England farmer," cried James. 

" What do you mean. Sir ? '' I asked, rather 
fiercely for me. 

" Why, I mean the speaking with a strong 
nasal intonation, that your neighbors possess so 
remarkably. For example, if I asked one a 
question, there were ton chances to one lie 
would answer, ' Hugh ! ' meaning who, instead 
of replying to what I wished to know." 

" Do you think there is no accent peculiar to 
Boston children ? They always say, ' I sor,' in- 
stead of 'I saw'; and then the letter r is so 
often loft out, and you sjmak of the 'fiah' and 
^ watali,' instead of the strong * fire' and ' water.' 
One sliould never laugh at his neighbor till he 
cures his own faults. My old mother would 
have said, ' People who live in glass houses 
sliould not throw stones.'" 

" Well, we are even. Look at this painting, 
by Ailstoii, and admire it!" 

" I cannot ! " I answered. 

" You cannot, because you have no perception 
of high art." 
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" Why, it is not finished," I said. "Tlio art. 
isfc Would not have exhibited it so." 

" How ? " 

" Wliy, with the neck so long, and the head 
not quite in the centre of the figure. Is it con- 
sidered finished ? " 

" Well, I believe it is not; but every one ad- 
mires it, who knows anything of painting." 

'' Then I do not admire it ; and it is because I 
know nothing of painting. But I do know, it is 
not right to exhibit a picture with the artist's 
alterations not quite completed, because it is in- 
justice to him." 

" My dear boy, we will have you installed as 
one of the Committee on Pine Arts," he said, sa- 
tirically. 

'' Don't laugh at my ignorance," I said. " I 
am so tired of being laughed at ! Tell me what 
to admire ! " 

Tlicn he pointed out a scene in the Rocky 
Mounluins, by ]>ioi'stadt, and a lieautiful pi(;ture, 
by Ary Schcirer, of Beatrice and Dante. This I 
could admire ; the lovely expression of the face 
charmed me, and touched my feelings. 

Then I saw another painting I liked, but could 
not understand. 

" Will you tell me what this means ? " I asked 
of James, who stood near, quite absorbed in gaz- 



TiiK athen;f:um. 191 

ing at,somo dark, gloomy picture, so covered 
witli heavy, dark varnish, that the original beau- 
ty was obscured. " Wiiat is tiiis ? An angel, 
I think ; and is that Satan, or what else cau 
it be ? " 

" Ah ! that is a fine painting, John. You seem 
to know sometliing more about it tlian when you 
first came in. That is the Archangel Michael, 
subduing and chaining Satau. It is a copy from 
a painting by Guido." 

" Now I like that ! " I said. " Tlie good angel 
wrestling with sin, and conquering it. If we only 
had courage to resist evil, it would flee from us. 
But there is one thing the artists liave not yet 
rcprescntod. It is the subduing of the sin tliat 
does m)t come so ojmnly, but in tlie form of au 
angel. If our temptations did not take an angelic 
shape, wo should fear tlicm, and sluunk from them. 
Jt trios to jKUsuado us wo aro riii;ht; and wo find 
out, to our grievous terror, tliat we were all 
wrong. Just as I have walked through a mead- 
ow, full of flowers and green grass, thinking 
my footing was secure, and I have slipped 
through the bog, or the peat, which liad been 
newly cut, gave way beneath my feet ; or have 
walked on through the grass, only to stumble 
Lito the marsh." 

" You arc poetical ! I thought you were going 
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to give me something worth hearing and quite 
pretty ; but that unrortuuaLo ])cat meadow, that 
you loniember so fondly, how many times I liavo 
blackened my stockings searching for Arethusas 
iu it ! " said James. 

" Arethusas / " — I wish ho could have under- 
stood that I meant to say, evil takes the form of 
beauty, and we yield to it ; when, if we could see 
the ugliness of sin, we should not waver, hut 
shrink from it and avoid it. But, alas ! my 
tongue could not express my warm thought, 
and I turned away discouraged. 

" What ! are you tired of the Archangel so 
soon, John ? Shall we go home ? " he said. 

And I gave a parting glance to the beautiful 
and graceful form of the youth, and I shall try 
to remember, that goodness can overcome wick- 
edness, and that evil must yield, if vigorously 
resisted witli a stout heart and lowly courage, — 
not too sure of success, but with a firm faith in 
lielp from Heaven. 

I don't know what made me turn preacher to- 
day. I have not many solemn thoughts now; 
but I used to have them when I was by the sol- 
emn sea ; the sound of the sobbing waves and 
the roaring of the storm made me feci my insig- 
nificance. I felt ashamed. And used to say to 
myself, "John, rouse up, and be worthy to live 
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in tilis grand vorld, that you are such an atom 
ill." And tlicn I would go to work, and tliink 
of Ben Franklin, and Gcoi^e Washington; and 
when I consented to como to tlio city, I tlioiight 
that was all I needed to bo a great man. Havo 
I improved ? No ; I fear not. But I will not 
talk of myself, 1 will go homo and see Georgy, 
and SCO how much he has done, and tell him 
about tlio pictures. 




As wo walked along by the Club Ilouse on tlio 
corner by the Common, I liked the appcaranco 
of it, and James said it was built many years 
ago, and that Lafayette stayed here, when lio 
visiled this city; and that the almshouse was 
Ibrmcrly hero. I su|)i)oso that was at the tinio 
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when the Common was a cow-pasturc, and when 
the Hancock House was so far from the centre 
of the city as to be remarked upon. 

I found Georgy no longer on his couch, by the 
window ; but seated at an easel, and painting a 
landscape. You remember I told you he could 
always draw well, and his great amusement has 
been to improve this talent. We think ho will 
1)c a [^rcat painter, and if lie should l>e lame, what 
could l>e happier than this gift, which brings 
so much joy to its possessor ? 

" Ifavc you enjoyed your visit to the Athe- 
nffium ? " he asked, as I entered, with the same 
roguish smile on his happy face. 

" Yes ! You can't tell how much I enjoyed 
it," I said. 

" Can't I, though ! I have been shut up so 
long, that I can understand your delight. I am 
going out to walk to-morrow, and I think, if I 
am well enough, I shall go to the beach when 
you go home, and spend the summer. The Roc- 
tor has been here, and he says that nothing is 
needed but sea-bathing to strengthen me, and 
then I shall be as well as the rest of you." 

I was afi-aid he was too hopeful. But when 
the next week came, and we went together in 
the 11 ay market Square Station, I was glad to sec 
how strong and well he appeared. I only wen I 
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homo for a Bl\ort visit, and Mi's. Ilomiltoa vent 
to tlio cars with Jeouie in tlio carrii^, to soo ua 
set olT. 

My trunk had been soiit to tlio Boston) Rail- 
road Station ; but Georgy preferred the otlior 
route, and two men brought tho trunk across tlio 
Btreot for mo. I expected Mrs. Hamilton vould 




smile, and whisper " Old School," if she saw my 
countrified way of carrying baggage, but she was 
too mucli moved at parting with her pet to think 
of mo, except to say " Good by " kindly, and to 
EGO that wo hod a comfortable seat to ourselves. 

Our journey homo was like our joHrncy to Bos- 
ton, varied only by tho beautiful scenery on this 
route. 

Now, Georgy is well enough to walk to the 
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shore, and to sit on tlio rocks and sketch. Tlie 
sun is so hot that ho has a large umbrella fas- 
tened to a pole that he fixes in the sand, and he 
is never happier than when he watches the mack- 
erel schooners come in. One day we saw a 
mirage, and the distant houses — far off, on a 
point where the lighthouse stands — were all 
inverted, lighthouse and all ! They were so far 
off, wo had sometimes doubted their being tliero 
at all. But they loomed up now, like white 
sails in the distance. On another day we saw 
a rainbow, that came down and touched the 
grass in our field ; you could see the green color 
through it. 

And Georgy exclaimed in delight, " 0, if I 
were only near enough, I could walk on it, straight 
up into heaven ; if I were not lame, I might run 
and seize it." 

I thought he had a better chance for heaven 
than we did, because he was lame. 

"Do you want to go to heaven now?^* I 
asked. 

" Is there not a better way of reaching it than 
by climbing on a rainbow ? Such a frail ladder 
as that must bo, and rather damp, too, I fancy, 
as it is built of rain-drops, hghted by sunbeams." 

"Mamma said you were too prosaic, John. 
You are sufficient to damp any faith or imagina- 
tion ; I might have — " 
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" Well, the best rainbow I know about — for 
climbiug to heaven upon — is that born from a 
smile that comes after tears. If we bear our 
grief nobly, and if wo are cheerful through our 
trials, then the sun seems to come out, and bright- 
en all we look upon. Bo cheerful, my little fellow, 
and keep up a brave heart — for there is a silver 
lining to every cloud, and a rainbow after a 
shower." 

" Tliank you, John ; I do try to be merry, and 
thankful that I can enjoy so much. I mean to 
be an artist, and then I can show the people who 
live in cities wliat tlicy lose by not seeing the 
beautiful succession of pictures that God is paint- 
ing for us to look at, and through which we are 
taught to love and worship Him, ' the Author 
and Finislicr of our days,' " he said, gravely. 

" Arc you well enough now to look for green 
cranberries in the meadow?" I asked. "The 
Arcthusas are in bloom, and the boards have been 
laid through the field and across the run where I 
slipped iut And you can go to the wood, and 
sit while I gather the berries, and I will bring 
you some rushes to braid. I wish it were only 
late enough for wild grapes. Tlie scent of them 
is so powerful, that I knew, when I passed the 
sliop where tlioy wore sold in Boston, if any 
W(M(^ (horo. The grnptvvino will make a ploas^ant 
arbor for you till 1 come." 
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Tlicro he sat, under tlio trees in sight of the 
meadow, and I gatliercd the green cranberries, 
because the men always cut them down when 
they were mowing. Day after day wo came out 
and sat in the boat on the beach, or under the 
trees in the wood, and he became so strong that 
I liad to promise ho should soon return ; and as 
my vacation was nearly over, we began to think 
it was quite time to go home to Boston. 

My mother was very glad that I was not quite 
spoiled. And my fatlier said ^^ it had made a man 
of me.'* 

I hope to bo a better man than I am now. And 
I think, if you read my long story, that you will 
think the country is the pleasantest home, but 
the city is the place where we can bo the most 
learned, /shall never be a learned man, and I 
hope to come home and live on the old place, by 
the " old school," that I was brought up in. I 
have a vague idea of asking somebody to come 
with me ; but I hardly dare to dream of it, and 
certainly I cannot venture to whisper it even in 
your car. I know it is foolish ; but all young 
people dream in dayliglit, and wake to find they 
were dreaming. Tlicy live on illusion, as the 
butterfly lives on dew, till the noon of life dis- 
pels it. For reality is too heavy food ; it bows 
the blcrn man to the dust ; ujid a chihi needs 
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lighter diet, or lio would not live to bo a man ; ho 
would bo cniBhcd. Aii<l so Heaven lets rainbow 
raiicius sliino uii him, and he lives in snnshino 
niid illusion till ho is strong, and tlicu tliey fade 
avay. 




CHAPTER XIV. 



AT HOME. 



Let us leave Boston as it is, and look forward 
a U)\v years into the future. The wlKiols of ohl 
Time's chariot have resistlessly carried us on — 
where ? Through many days of storm and sun- 
shine. They have never stopped, but have led 
us to a low, quiet homo in the green lane of the 
wood. The ever-beating surf and restless spray 
dasli over my boat on the shore, where I sit with 
Jeanic of my story by my side. " IIow is that ?" 
you ask. 

Jcanie grew up into a fair, sweet young lady, 
and she heard mo talk of my old home, and when 
I had studied in Boston, till I was no longer the 
ignorant country boy she first knew, then, when 
my old father's farm, with the improvements I 
learned to make, came into my hands, I went 
there to live. Could I go alone? No, Jeanio 
came witli me as my wife ; and we are very 
happy, far away from the bustle of the city. 

James's sons come to pass their summer vaca- 
tions with us. It is best for the children to 
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divide the time, by passing the warm weather 
with their Aunt Jcanie at the sea-shore. 

The boys play on the shore, and sometimes 
wlien they come slyly up to the rocks, far from 
the house, they surprise a pair of seals basking 
there or bathing, as Ned and Fanny did at the 
Aquarial Gardens. One day some fishermen 
caught one and brought it home to our barn, and 
Charley, who is a young medical student now, 
fell into raptures over it, and dissected it with 
great fervor, to find out whether it was fish or 
beast ! I felt so vexed with the boy that I have 
nev(;r learnt wluit lio disciovertMl. 

You would be amused to see the little boys 
looking out for specimens of mosses, and talking 
learnedly of sea anemone and zooj)hyte, and 
when they spend their pleasant mornings search- 
ing for shells and come home with their little 
aprons filled with bits of dark sea-weed, — that 
loses its brilliant crimson when taken from the 
sea, — and they are almost ready to cry. Then 
another little fellow will console them by crying 
out, " What a lovely bivalve, — and see this speci- 
men of moUusca ! " till I am forced to run away 
from them, lest they see my mirth. But it is 
ratlicr better than their father's plan and their 
Uncle Nod's, of running all day for a beach- 
bird or peep, as wo used to call it, and then 
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coming homo without ono. Tho boys gather 
those specimens for Mr. Agassiz if they find any- 
thing new, and for the Aquarial Gardens, which 
are removed to a new building in Central Court, 
Washington Street. 

Here, look at the Angel Fish, among other 
tilings ! It is so lovely, and of such a fine blue, 
and tinged with gold, like the sunset clouds. I 
recollect a little girl asked me, — I think it could 
not have been my Jeanie, — was it so long ago ? 
— well ; the little girl asked me if the angels 
* had such fish in the heavens, and if it took the 
blue tint from the color of the blue sky, where it 
lived. 

I suppose that Angel Pish has gone long ago, 
but there may be another there by this time. Is 
it not so in everything ? If we lose one pleasure, 
and feel inconsolable, does not another start up 
in its place, as the fading leaf or the falling 
flower is replaced by a more beautiful and a 
fresher one ? So this, my poor story, will be 
forgotten, and tho happy days I wrote about be 
gone forever, — but then I shall have other 
happier days, and you will have livelier stories ; 
but let us not forget all wo have wandered 
through and seen together, till, at least, another 
Happy New Year. 
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